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Be an agent for the largest cir- 
culated group of Negro maga- 
zines in the world. Our magazines 
feature the best articles and 
pictures, and they are widely 
promoted. Cash in on their pop- 
ularity; write today for Special 


{gent’s Rates. 






JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO., INC. 


1820 S. Michigan Avenue * Chicago 16, Illinois 












wit 


Rav 
wol 
spli 




















Men 2vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 




















If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN Dept. 1-8 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 





Honey back quarantee 


| Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
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Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. ; 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 0]! enclose $1.20 (Send C.O.D. plus postage 

turn unused portion of jar and full N i 

. . . . ame. 

purchase price will be immediately § ' 

refunded. Ba) Address : 

= City. State ry 
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TIPS FOR 





TRAVELERS 


1. Taking more than one suitcase? Pack | 
one with things you need immedi- | 
ately, and most often. 


2. Choose lightweight luggage. You'll be 
giad you did when porters are no- 
where to be seen. 
























3. Pack away some wash-and-wears... 
shorts and shirts and sunbacks that 
drip dry overnight. 


4. Don’t forget to place tissue paper 
along the folds of your garments. Less 
wrinkles that way. 


5. Use plastic containers for toiletries. 
No breakage...less baggage weight. 


6. Tuck away a package of Tampax in 
the side pocket of your grip. A bless- 
ing when the calendar plays tricks. 


If you've never tried Tampax before— 
now's the time to do it. For Tampax® 
internal sanitary protection helps you 
travel light! Does away with cumber- 
some pads and belts. Frees you of telltale 
lines and odor worries. Is dainty to 
change and dispose of. Tampax is the 
last word in comfort and convenience 
vacationtime, anytime. That's why 
millions use it. How about you? Available 
wherever drug products are sold, in 
Regular, Super, Junior absorbencies. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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That ‘Other Woman’ 

] enjoy your magazine very much, but the 
article “Should You Fear The Other Woman?” 
got me a little down. It seems every time you 
open a book there is some similar article. How 
to keep your husband happy or how to keep 
your husband “period” are a few I read. How 
about giving us wives a break and writing an 
article on “Should You Fear The Other Man?” 

Mrs. A. Ransome 
Philadelphia, Penn. 


I couldn’t pass up this opportunity to 
thank you for that wonderful feature, “Should 
You Fear The Other Woman?” The part that 
hit me the most was, a man expects sympathy, 
understanding, consideration, thoughtfulness, 
flattery, appreciation, cheerfulness, etc. You 
know a lot of our women don’t stop to think 
that we men also have feelings. I know this 
is true. So keep up the good work and write 
more articles like this. 

Johnny J. Joiner 
1006 Ostend Ave. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


May Day 


I have been reading your wonderful TAN 
magazine for a very long time and couldn’t 
do without it now. I have never written be- 
fore, but decided that I would give it a try. 
I especially liked the stories in the May issue: 
“One Night Of Sin” and “My Baby, But Not 
My Husband’s”. I have but one thing more 
that I would like to see—that is, a whole page 
or two every month for the Letters To The 
Editor section like Ebony has. It’s very inter- 
esting to hear what others have to say. 

Kenneth Ferguson 
c/o F.P.0., San Francisco, Calif. 


Pen Pal Payoff 


l enjoy TAN stories very much but the Pen 
Pal page is tops. I want you to know what 
this page has done for me. I started corre- 
sponding the very last of December, 1957, and 
am now going to be a June bride. I’m happy 
and in love! 

Lois Henry 


New York, N. Y. 


First, | wish to say that TAN is a magazine 
I look for each month. When I miss a copy, 
I haunt every magazine rack until I find it. 
Keep up the excellent work. Second, I want 
to direct a reprimand at the people who sub- 
mit their names in the Pen Pals section. They 
promise to “answer all letters faithfully.” All’s 
well, they have their names in the column. My 
teason for complaining is that I’ve written to 
anumber. But not one line in the way of an 
answer have | received. O.K., girls, how about 
answering some of the letters people like me 
write? To guys who are a long way from the 
place called home, a letter means a lot. 
Cpl. Joseph Jones 


Hawaii 








OPEN THE DOOR TO ROMANCE with a 
brighter, clearer complexion! 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NapDINoLa! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 


Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NADINOLA Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- 
Oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 7Sc and $1.25 















Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal column? I am a Negro lady 28, 5’, 159 
lbs., black hair and eyes. I love all sports and 
also am a church goer and worker. I am 
hoping that someone will be interested in hav- 
ing me for a Pen Pal. I will answer all letters 
und possibly exchange photos. | am a divorcee 
with two girls ages 1] and 12. In fact, I’ve 
been divorced for eight years. I am very lonely 
and would like to correspond with single men 
and widowers 30-40, of any race. 

Mrs. Merlene Ray 
Rte. 1, Box 141 
Rosharon, Texas 


[ am a reader of al) Johnson Publications 
ind would like to apply for your Pen Pal sec- 
tion in TAN if possible. I am 23, 5’7%4”, 170 
bs., black hair, black eyes, brown skin. I like 
music (jazz), sports and dancing. 
Single. Will answer all letters (any age) and 
exchange pictures, 


movies, 


Glenn Richard Robinson 
2405 William St. 
Denver, Colo. 


| would be very grateful if you would in- 

lude my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 

1 Negro boy working on a British ship and 

would welcome letters from any part of the 

world and from any individual. I am, however, 

ntrigued at the prospect of corresponding with 

Negro American girls 19-22. I am 5/8”, 19 and 
a bachelor. 

(Mr.) Gay Austin 

Clo. S.S. Senator 

Harrison Line 

Liverpool, U. K. 


Have pen. Will write! During the past 

ear through my work and also living in a 

1ixed neighborhood | have acquired a great 

spect and better understanding of the Negro 

| am proud to claim them as my friends 

nd good neighbors. I would like to hear 

from as many Pen Pals as possible of all 

ces, men and women, and all ages from 

18-88. I am white, 33, 5/10” and 150 Ibs. 
Sincerely yours, 

Thomas Fry 

Sta. 1, Box 8061 

Columbns 1, Ohio 


| would like to have Pen Pals 16-21. I’m 

6, light brown complexion, 5’4”, 111 Ibs. 

a good dancer and love sports. I would 

ke to hear from the fellows especially. | 
exchange photos. Thank you. 

Barbara A. Neal 

1019-33 Avenue North 

Nashville, Tenn. 


| read TAN regularly and think it’s just 
bout tops. I would like to hear from service- 
men 25-35 who could be serious. I am a 
young colored widow, 26, with two young 
hildren. I’m 135 lbs., brown com- 
plexion and jet black hair. I attend church, 
music and dancing and enjoy all sports, 
track meets to prize fights. I will ex- 
photos if requested. 
Dorrie Stevenson 
4257% S. Main 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


went i 
5/5", 


hnange 


1 particularly enjoy reading the Pen Pal 
section in your magazine and would appreciate 
your listing my name. I would like to cor- 
respond with boys from all over America. | 
am 19, a high school graduate and a practical 
nurse. I am copper color with black hair 
and black eyes. Not bad looking. Will ex- 
change photos. 

Georgia Lavern Virgous 
7948 Locke Rd. 


Millington, Tenn. 


I would be most appreciative if you would 
print this letter in the Pen Pal section of 
your splendid magazine TAN. I’m 16, in high 
school, and my height is 5’6”, color tannish, 
hair quite long and black. Would certainly 
appreciate any mail and I promise to answer 
all. I'd prefer someone from 16-23, and tall. 
The things I enjoy doing most are: dancing, 
writing, reading and meeting new friends. | 
hope to hear from as many as possible. Sin- 
cerely. 

Phyllis Burke 
142 Davidson St. 
Wyandanch, L. L, N. Y. 


It is my wish that you reserve a small 
section of your Pen Pal column for my letter. 
| am an ex-airman, fresh out of the Air Force, 
a little depressed because the right mate hasn’t 
come along to end my tiresome bachelor days. 
Age 23, dark complexion, 180 lbs., 6’. Will 
answer all letters, and have a camera, so pic- 
ture exchange will be a delight. 

Emmett Williams 
2119 Colrain Ave. 
Cincinnati 14, Ohio 


I'd like to be a Pen Pal. I’m very lonely 
and sincere and would appreciate it very much 
if you’d list my name and all. I’m 30, 5’ 8” 
and 148 lbs. I have red hair and brown eyes. 
I'd like to make friends with girls, preferably 
those older than myself although they may be 
younger. The reason [ ask for girls older to 
write me is because I get along better with 
them. I’m a good correspondent and will an- 
swer all letters. Thank you. 

Chuck McCoy 
P.O. Box 3414 
Philadelphia 22, Penn. 


I would like very much to hear from Pen 
Pals. I’ve been in the service nine months 
and I’m lonely because I don’t have anyone 
to write to. I am 21, 5’6” and 155 Ibs. I can 
dance, swim and draw and paint. I studied 
art two years before I joined the Air Force. I 
will answer letters from ladies, no matter the 
age, creed or color. The complexion of my 
skin is brown. 

A/3c Charles L. Smith 

AF 14660488 

9th Food Serv. Sqd. 

Mt. Home Air Force Base 
Idaho 


I would be very grateful if you would per- 
mit me to join your Pen Pal Club. I am 
very interested in gaining new friends the 
world over. I am a Negro girl, high school 
senior, 18, 5/5”, 125 lbs., reddish brown hair 
and medium brown complexion. My hobbies 
are many, so [ will list only a few which 





















PEN PALS! 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make| 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the) ~ 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 4 


include dancing, acting, modeling and rea 
ing. I also enjoy sports. I promise to ansye 
every letter I receive and will gladly exchap 
photos. 
Ella Mosby 

826 South Meadow § 

Richmond 20, \y 


{ would like very much for you to publi 
this letter in your Pen Pal section. | am, 
lonely sailor, stationed here on Guam, Mar. 
anas Islands. I would like very much to cop. 
respond with ladies 18-30 from all parts oj 
the globe, of any race. | am 22, 5'11”, dari 
brown complected, 155 lbs. My hobbies jp. 
clude good music, especially rock ’n’ roll anj 
I like football and good movies. | will be glad 
to answer all letters and will exchange photos 

Leonard Rucker 

CN 4804769 

Box 80, Navy #94 
c/o F.P.0, 


San Francisco, Calif 


Please print my name in your Pen Pal 
section. | am a Negro, 21, 5’9”, 165 lbs. | 
am single and would like to correspond with 
girls. Race is of little importance to me. | 
wish the girls would send a picture if at all 
possible when they write, and in return | will 
do likewise. I have been in the Air Force 
since December, 1954 and will be discharged 
December of this year. 

A/lc Bernell Ellis, 9348 
326 Camron 

Paine A.F.B, 

Washington 


! would love very much to correspond with 
lonely servicemen of my own race, 21-25 years 
old. I'm a Panamanian Negro girl and enjoy 
writing letters. I am 18, 5’8”, 130 Ibs. I have 
black hair and full brown eyes and a medium 
dark complexion. I love dancing and music 
a lot. | would appreciate hearing from nice 
young men and will gladly exchange photos. 

Dora E. Whyte 
Estafeta Parque Lefevre 
Panama, Republic de Panama 


! am a steady reader of TAN and would 
like very much to have my name entered 
in your Pen Pal column. I am 24 and have 
been married. But I am now alone and very 
lonely. [| am brown-skinned, 130 Ibs., 56”. 
Love music and dancing. I do not drink. | 
love to write and receive mail and would love 
to hear from young men between 24-30, espe- 
cially servicemen. 

Beatrice Ennis 
903 South Claymont St. 
Wilmington 1, Del. 


I am one of 500,000 Marines who would 
like to correspond with young girls between 








17-24. I am 21, 165 lbs., 5/10”, with light 

brown skin. I like all sports. Dancing is my 

pride and joy. I also like rock ’n’ roll and 

progressive jazz. I will send a picture of my- 

self in return mail. Will also answer all let- 
ters during my liberty hours. Write soon. 

Cpl. Roy L. Lawson 

1559356 H-2-7 

Ist Mar. Div. 

Camp Pendleton, Calif. 


be glad 
photos, 
R ucker 
804769 








By Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE: 


lam 15 years old and have never been 


out on dates. Where can I learn about 


Dear Eve: 

I have a very difficult problem and I 
hope you can solve it. I am engaged to 
a very nice young man, but | don’t love 
him as I once did. I know he loves me 
very much. We've been engaged seven 
months. At first I thought there would 
be no one else for me, but now I have 
met a fellow who is everything I have 
ever dreamed of. How can I tell the boy 
I am engaged and I don’t love him any- 
more without hurting him? Do you 
think I should try and forget my new 
love and marry as planned, although I 


feel different now. Please help me. 


Desperately yours, 
M.L.K. 

Dear M.L.K. 
“When in doubt—don’t.” Marriage 


is much too serious a business to play 
around with, and marriage without love 
is a tragic affair. You can’t pretend for- 
ever. 

Perhaps this new admirer is just a 


Dear Eve: 

| am 18 years old and a senior in high 
school. Recently, I attended a party for 
one of the world’s greatest singing stars 
and two of our local disc-jockeys. One 
of the deejays spent the entire evening 
with me. He took me home after the 
dance, asked for my phone number and 
kissed me good night. 

I called him the following day, but he 
was busy, and he was still busy the day 
after that. I finally reached him by 
phone but he had almost forgotten me. 

We chatted, but he said nothing about 
love. He did say that he wasn’t supposed 
to date high school girls. I love him so, 
but I am ashamed to keep calling him. 
He has made no attempt to get in touch 
with me. I can’t forget him or rather | 
don’t want to. What shall I do? 

Anxious 
Dear Anxious 

Still star gazing? Seems as if you've 
mistaken a gay party flirtation for an in- 
vitation to romance. Forget it! Evident- 



































fe boys? passing fancy. Ask your fiancé for ly he has. Must be some nice guys 
Calif : A. Beginner more time to think it over before you around you can star gaze with, while the 
n Pat Dear Beginner: take the big step. deejay spins romantic tunes for the two 
ee Just what do you want to know? P.S. Don’t lose ’em both. of you. 
me, | 
at all 
: will 
orce i : 
arged q : 3 1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are 
po 2% / ae safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
teed i hou! Eas, new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
FB, ‘ 7 cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 
igton Aun Prcleehow The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
with perature, forming a powerful protective 
years film that permits long-lasting action. Will 
ad ie most hitiauale not harm delicate tissues. 
ls a 2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
usic ? Wl 2, prorlous were tested in a hospital clinic and found 
a4 * , to be more effective than anything it had 
ryte A ; ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
~vre eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
ma a>» odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disin- 
uld fectant” odor themselves. 
red 3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
o positories are so easy and convenient to use. 
6”. Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
I uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
we any climate. Your druggist has them in 
£4 boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 
t Tested by doctors .... proved in hospital clinics 
ol. eeeeeevoeaoeveoeeceaeoeeeeoceeeee ee ee 
: FREE informative Norforms booklet 
nt Just mail this coupon to Dept. T -88 
} Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 
= Please send me the new Norforms 


booklet, in a plain envelope. 
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Is the girl in question the untouched flower of purity 
of your dreams, or has she drunk from the cup of 
marital bliss before? It could make a lot of difference, 


one way or the other, and here’s what you should know 


Eetter 
MWMiarriagses ? 


{ \ A DIMLY-LIT BAR in an Eastern 
ity this summer, a young man in his 
rly thirties sat brooding over his bour- 
and water. He was not alone with 
problems. Two bosom buddies, one 
ither side, rained advice on his ach- 
head. 

it's like | already told you,” said the 
ne on his left, “tying up with a woman 
already been married is like buy- 
ised car: all you’ve done is take on 

ther man’s troubles.” 
Cars don’t learn by experience,” the 
n the right retorted, “but women 


do. There’s nothing wrong with marry- 
ing a divorcee. She knows a lot more 
about the give and take of marriage than 
these young girls do.” 

And so the argument went, far into the 
night. Which of the bourbon drinker’s 
friends was right? Well, both of them, 
maybe. It would certainly seem reason- 
able that a woman who has failed at one 
marriage would certainly be no bargain 
for another. If she were the perfect wife, 
wouldn’t she still be married? Of course, 
you can always blame the breakup on 
her husband, but there must have been 







something wrong with her, too. 
On the other hand, isn’t it logical that 
a woman who has been through a disas- 
trous first marriage would have gained 
in knowledge? Wouldn’t she know the 
pitfalls, the danger signs, the do’s and 
don’ts of a successful marriage? Surely 
she would be easier to live with. She 
wouldn’t expect the rosy hue of romance 
to linger forever and a day. She would 
know a man is likely to forget an anni- 
versary or birthday occasionally, or that 
he might be late for dinner without 
bothering to call. Wouldn’t she? 
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At the altar, she promises to love honor and obey. 


But she promised that before. 


W hat 


happened the first time? And how do you know it won’t happen again? 


Well, there is a not-so-old saying: You 
pays your money and you takes your 
choice. Even the experts seem undecided 
on the issue, and the statistical informa- 
tion available once again proves that 
while figures don’t exactly lie, they can 
sometimes be misleading. 

One psychologist, for instance, Dr. 
Clifford R. Adams of Pennsylvania State 
College, takes this stand on second mar- 
riages: “To be successful, second mar- 
riages require even more thought, more 


planning and more sacrifices than do 


first marriages. Both husband and wife 


are, often, ‘set in their ways.’ They may 
have more difficulty adjusting to each 
other. The memory of the first marriage, 
happy or miserable, to some extent con- 
ditions the second; and if there are chil- 
dren by an earlier marriage, their emo- 
tional and practical problems can be a 
source of conflict between husband and 
wife.” 

Furthermore, Dr. Adams offers these 
figures to back him up: “When two 
single persons marry, the chances of fail- 
ure are not less than three in ten. When 
one of the couple has been previously 


divorced, the chances are five in ten. 
When both have been the 


chances of failure in the second marriage 


divorced, 


are seven in ten.” 

Now, that should be enough to make 
any fairly bright male panic at the 
thought of taking a second-hand bride. 
That is, of course, unless he happens to 
agree with author Edward Kaufmann, 
who takes the position that second mar- 
riages are often the happiest, and ex- 
plains it this way: 

“Everything we do in life has some 
element of risk about it, including mar- 
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Enjoy a wonderful 


Career tn 


PRACTICAL 
NURSING 


_ HAVE A CAREER OR EXTRA INCOME 
” FREE SAMPLE LESSON PAGES show how 
easily you can qualify for choice of 
careers as Practical Nurse, Nurse’s Aide, 
Nurse-Companion, Doctor's Office 
Nurse, Infanc Nurse or as Hospital 
‘ Attendant, Learn at home in your spare 
time in a few short months. High school 
education not required. Students ac- 
© cepted up to 65. 


ope School of Nursing 
| 17D88 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Illinois 
SIND, os: o5annes caren pile en sen soe 


ND... - ::n+-viwdegabartacatsontine 
























WRITE YOUR OWN MUSIC 
FOR YOUR SONG POEMS! 


FUN and PROFIT in writing the music for your own 
SONG POEMS with amazing new COMPOSAGRAPH. 
This marvelous invention has you setting your own 
Sone POEMS to music the very first time you try! 
You can now write tunes even if _ don't know a single 
note of music! Simple as A-B- pose your own 
melodies for your SONG POEMS. Love Songs, Hymns 
and Popular Songs! Write for Free Folder today! 
COMPOSAGRAPH, BOX 187-A,NOROTON, CONN. 


“With God | 


ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE.” 

















Poor Ith? Money or Job Trou- 


Family Troubles? Would you like 
more Happiness, Success and ‘‘Good 
Fortune” in Life? 

if you have any of these Problems, or 
others like them, dear friend, then here 


is wonderful of a remarkabic 
NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
to glorious new happiness 


FREE 


this message now and 
your name, address and 
at postage and handling. 

r this wonderful NEW 
GI ‘OF PRAYER and Faith 
by AIR MAIL absolutely 
We will also send you FREE 
a itiful satiny GOLDEN 
you to keep and treasure! 


Box IDE STUDY ELLOS GOLDEN CROSS 


FOR THE 


WOMAN 
WHO 


WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special days when a 
be most likely to Become gnant—with a Doctor’s 
derful invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic i peenteree g ed 
shows you your genset eaves when ponsromest ikely 
to be fertife. Most important—th Pe moe fertile days of 
yours are the only days when you wilt 
ceive a child. And you get these ial ferti 
easily and simply when you use AD’ IS-A SOIDE: "Bestof all 
~Decters and the Church approved and recommended 
ADVIS-A- GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you se you get 
it with Just send me your 
name and adc tress with 25¢c in coins or stamps. postman 
DV!IS-A-GUIDE— sent you in a plain package 





delivers your 
markec rs A. and —-, with passe 5 Lae or ped 
only $1.75 plus postage on t i% 





5 ph isd 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A- GUIDE for 10 days. If re not 
completely satistied—if you are not delighted with’ oe way it 
helps you in your marriage relations —return it to me. I'll 
send your ‘full purchase price right back to you by air- 








Are le facing difficult problems? | 
bles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or | 





molt You can seve 42c postage by sending full price of — 


$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me. 
Beusad e then | pay all postage.) Write me sonar 

Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept.54+6 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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For first-time newlyweds, marriage is all moonlight 


and kisses and romantic Sunday mornings with 


breakfast in bed. But the second time around it isn’t 


that way at all. Love should be blind only once 


riage. But it is important to know the 
extent of the risk. So, let’s take a look 
at the divorce tables. Almost one half 
of all divorces occur during the first, 
second, third, fourth and fifth year of 
marriage. 

We know that second marriages at a 
mature age are much less subject to fric- 
tion than are young marriages. Married 
life, after all, is one form of group life. 

. If you are a mature person who 
has experienced a good deal of group 
life, particularly in your first marriage, 
you can profit by this experience. Be- 
cause you have experienced the pitfalls 
of marriage, you can avoid them. You 
know the sources of quarrels, disagree- 
ments, and frictions; you can steer your 
second marriage away from such situa- 
tions as these.” 

Now, that the experts have had their 
say, let’s get down to cases. Just what 
makes a first marriage? Ofttimes it’s 
things like moonlight, the pungent smell 
of honeysuckle, the soft music of a dance 
band and sometimes, unfortunately, im- 
patient passions in a parked car. There 
is no truer saying in the world than the 
oldie: Love is blind. Too often, young- 
sters are blinded by the moonlight, hyp- 
notized by the dance music, thrilled by 
the warm touch of another human hand, 
and left tingling by a kiss. This, to them, 
is love, and that’s why people get mar- 
ried, because they love each other. These 
youths admire beauty, marvel at such 
physical accomplishments as being able 
to dance smoothly or look stunning in a 
sweater. They are intrigued by sex, and 
anxious to prove their adulthood. The 
natural culmination of all this anxiety: 
marriage. 

And after the honeymoon is over, then 
what? Can the husband earn now or 
later the kind of living that he or his 
wife hope to become accustomed to? 
Can she cook? Do they have similar 
educational backgrounds? Do they like 
the same kind of people? Do they have 
the same goals in life? How do they feel 
about children, religion, politics, the race 
question, and sleeping with the bedroom 
windows open? 


Who thinks of all this kind of stuff 


when they’re getting married? Well, a 
surprisingly large number of people 
don’t the first time around, and thereby 
hangs the facts of failure of many mar. 
riages. 

Thus enters the case for the second 
marriage, where romance, sex and physi- 
cal attractiveness can be assigned their 
proper places in the marital cycle before 
the wedding. Knowing these things for 
precisely what they are, the woman of 
experience is likely to be one who places 
high value on companionship, mutual 
respect and compatibility, and is there- 
fore a much better marriage prospect 
for any man. 

All this, naturally, is based on the as- 
sumption that the woman in question has 
no basic neurotic tendencies that would 
make her a marital risk whether she has 
tripped to the altar one time or one hun- 
dred. The overly-possessive or overly- 
jealous or overly-ambitious or slovenly 
or nagging woman may never change. 
and is to be avoided like the bubonic 
plague. 

Wives, unlike patented medicines or 
household gadgets, do not come with a 
“satisfaction or your money back” guar- 
antee, and any man seeking same is bet- 
ter off sticking to his sinful bachelor 
ways. For marriage is like any other 
calculated risk, with the odds favoring 
you somewhat better than in a dice or 
poker game. Still, the element of chance 
exists, and those who would reap the 
golden winnings of marital happiness 
must take that chance. 

But assuming that a woman is intelli- 
gent. pleasant company, mature and at- 
tractive to a man, a previous marriage 
should not be held against her. Indeed, 
the experience could be an asset. Fur- 
as one Chicago husband 
pointed out, a second-hand wife may be 
a good financial bargain. “After all.” 
he said, “her first husband may have fin- 
ished educating her, fixed her teeth and 
bought her furs. The initial costs have 
been met, all you’ve got to do is pay for 


thermore, 


the upkeep on the property.” 
This. of course, isn’t always true, but 

it’s something to think about. 
THE END 
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On The Reco 


By James 


ONAH JONES, the longtime trumpet 
star, calls himself a “swing player 
who can bend to Dixie or Modern.” In 
his self-appraisal, he comes as close to 
explaining his style as anybody can. But 
there’s even more than just an explana- 
tion in what he says about himself. In 
Jonah’s words, one may also read the 
reason behind his recent surprising suc- 
cess along record row, a showing that 
has skyrocketed him to great popularity 
as a recording maestro for Capitol. With 
versatility on his instrument (that abil- 
ity he possesses to “bend to Dixie or 
Modern”), he 
most people in the jazz audience, giving 
Through his talent to 


can communicate with 
him wide appeal. 
reach many, recording experts figure, 
he became the current click on disc 
charts. 

Within the year, Jonah, playing soft 
muted stylings, practically zoomed from 
nowhere into distinction in the platter 
parade as Capitol showcased his full 
musicianship for the first time on wax. 
Two LPs were mainly responsible, al- 
though the instrumentalist’s hottest ef- 


fort to date has been a single, the fast- 









Goodrich 





selling On The Street Where You Live. 
“Muted Jazz,” 
beled first album on Capitol, literally set 
the whole town talking about the Jones 
recently 


Jonah’s descriptively la- 


boy; “Swinging on Broadway.” 
released collection of hit tunes from New 
York musicals, is keeping the chatter 
alive. 

Variety’s record authorities rate the 
latter entry as a “sure bet for the best- 
seller lists.” And Capitol reports that it 
has already shaped up stronger in record 
marts than the fine initial release. 

Jonah toots his patented muted jazz 
throughout both albums. “Muted Jazz” 
has 10 tracks (Rose Room, Mack The 
Knife, | Can’t Get Started, On The Street 
W here Live, Undecided, Saint 
James Infirmary, Too Close For Com- 
fort, Man With The Golden Arm, My 
Blue Heaven and Royal Garden Blues). 
“Swinging on Broadway” packages 12 
tracks (Baubles, Bangles And Beads, 
The Party’s Over, Yow re So Right For 
Me, Just My Luck, With The 
Fringe On Top, You're Just In Love, 
Just In Time, Hey There, I Could Have 
Danced All (Continued on Page 63) 
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Use Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your skin take on 
a lighter, brighter, smoother look. 
Its bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows no faster way of lightening skin. 
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and White 
Bleaching 
- é Cream at 
NG CREATI | all drug 
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~ Sore 4 
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FREE OUTFIT STARTS YOU IN 
BIG MONEY SHOE BUSINESS! 


Air Cashion in 80 spe- 
Sal kinds of shoes 1 for different occu- 
of sizes and 


witha. Fit are shores are un 

















@ For Lodies —"Sh-h-h-h” 
© For Men — “Robusto” 
Bolster your love life! Learn the ort and op 
peal of fragrances, the world’s oldest and most 
natural means of sex oppeol! Hazel H. soys, ““Sh-h-h 
brought something new to my morried life!’ C. H 
writes ‘Robusto mode me forget the time clock.” You, 
too, can learn this magic 
SOLD ONLY BY MAILIN U.S.A 

PRICE: $9.95 - '2 Oz.—includes Federal Tox, Mailing 
A TRIAL SIZE— 1 Gram for $2.00 —Sorry, No C.0.D.'s 


PIERRE'S 80x 343, COMPTON, CALIFORNIA 





















Dont Waste You 


The man I hated most in the world was Tod Wilkins, and the 


thing he loved most was his niece, Minta. 


It was going to be 


real easy getting back at Tod, especially when Minta was crazy 


about me. 


] LOOKED AT THEM —the relatives, 
the neighbors, the preacher. I looked 
it them, and felt nothing but contempt. 
There they were falling all over them- 
moaning and groaning about 
how terrible it was, and Dad was on his 
way to the state pen. I thought Rev- 
erend Parker would go down on his 
knees any minute and start praying, but 
thank goodness he didn’t. He patted Mom 
comfortingly on the shoulder and then 
came over and put his hand on my head. 
You’re the man of the house now, 
he said to me. “You must be 
rong and look after your dear mother. 
w old are you now? Nineteen?” 
| gulped and nodded. I wished he’d 
ive and take the others with him. Not 
f them was really sorry for Dad, 
though they kept saying what a shame 
The preacher said: “The Lord 
grant that your young life won’t be 
blighted; I pray that the sins of the 
father won't be visited on the son.” 
My Dad didn’t do anything,” | 
lurted out. “He was framed!” 
Now, now, son!” Rev. Parker said 
mealy-mouthed way. 
My mother started wailing something 
ful and Aunt Minnie put her arm 
iround her and said, “Don’t cry, Katie. 
[hat Charlie King is just plain no 
od! Don’t waste tears on him!” 
Mom shook her head and looked over 


at me. “I’m crying for Chuckie, my 
baby. What’s going to happen to him 
now?” she sobbed. 

I jerked away from the preacher and 
started for the door. “Ill be all right,” 
I said defiantly. “I’m going to get even 
with the guys who framed Dad. If my 
father isn’t worth crying over, then 
neither am I. Don’t waste your tears 
on me!” 

I ran outside and kept running until 
I came to the street where Dad had his 
garage. I slowed down when I got to 
the old one-story brick building. The 
big overhead door was down and lock- 
ed, and there was a big “FOR RENT” 
sign on it. They sure hadn’t wasted any 
time! Dad was hardly behind bars yet 
and his business was gone already. 

That’s when the hate burned through 
me like a flame and left a bitter taste 
in my mouth. [ hated the people who 
said Dad was no good; | hated the cops 
who dragged him off to jail that night a 
month ago. But most of all I hated the 
snoopy, Bible-toting Tod Wilkins, who 
was the main witness against my father 
at the trial. Tod Wilkins! The dirty, 
lying—! I swore that someday, some- 
how, I’d get even with him for what he 
did to Dad. 

My heart was so full of hatred | 
wondered if I hated Mom too. She cer- 
tainly hadn’t stuck by her husband like 


This way I could eat my cake and have it, too 


| thought a wife should. She kept say- 
ing that she wished she could believe 
Dad when he said he was innocent, 
And when Dad’s lawyer sort of hinted 
that she tell the jury Dad was home 
with her when that woman was killed, 
you'd have thought somebody had 
asked her to commit murder. For my 
money, she was almost as bad as all the 
busy-body neighbors who nodded their 
heads and said “I told you so!” 

I slipped around the back of the de- 
serted garage and found a broken win- 
dow. I unlocked it and climbed inside. 
It was dark and awful quiet, but that’s 
the way | wanted it just then. I wanted 
to think. I wanted to plan my revenge 
on Tod Wilkins. 

I sat on the running board of the ~ 
old °35 Ford V-8 Dad said he was going — 
to fix up for me someday. It was the 
only car left in the garage. Dad’s tools — 
were safe in the basement at home. 
Everything else had been sold or taken 
away by the cops right after they picked 
up Dad. 

My Dad was the greatest. He was a 
big, goodlooking man, who knew lots of 
people and could make friends with any- 
Anybody except Mom’s long- 
He loved 
three things—his beer, cars, and me. 
Dad was a born mechanic and he could 
fix anything on wheels. There’d always 


body. 
faced church-going friends. 











a es — en —— ates Sn a me 8 a — - - om - — — . ae a eee 











Send A Copy 


!o Your Friends 
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be some of his friends hanging around 
the garage while Dad worked. and 
they’d get to talking and drinking beer 
and having so much fun that lots of 
times Dad stayed late instead of going 
home. 

He was so different from my mother 
that sometimes I wondered how they 
ever got together. Mom spent almost 
as much time in church as Dad did at 
the garage. 
Dad’s friends or his beer drinking or 
most anything else he did. 

But she and Dad never fought about 
it. Once in a while she might disagree 


She didn’t approve of 


with my father about something, but 
he’d just set her straight in that big 
booming voice of his, and that was that. 

“You got only one life, Chuck, so 
“Be 
like me, not a sour-puss like your old 
lady and those psalm-singin’ biddies at 


live it!” Dad used to say to me. 





They were sharp dressers who were al. 
ways flashing big rolls of bills. 1 used 
to watch them admiringly and when Daj 
would see me, he’d playfully tap my chip 
with his fist and say, “Don’t worry, 
Chuck, you'll do even better than thos 
guys someday. But you're going to fin. 
ish school and make it the right way!” 

It wasn’t long after McCord and Ellis 
started coming around that Dad’s busi. 
ness seemed to fall off. At least, his regu. 
lar customers didn’t come around any 
more. Yet, he had more money than 
before. And Dad didn’t laugh a lot any 
more. He had something on his mind, 
but he wouldn’t tell me what it was. He 
just said he was doing some special work 
for McCord and told me that any day 
he’d hit the jackpot. 

But he was arrested before that hap. 
pened. I was at the garage when the cops 








picked him up. I ran all the way home 


Let the others weep and wail about my old 


man going to jail, but I was going to do some- 


thing about it. I wouldn’t waste my time crying 





the church your mother goes to.” 

When Mom would get me alone, she’d 
try to tell me something, but I'd just 
say Dad told me different. Then she’d 
sigh and say, “Then there’s no use 
talking. Your father’s headed straight 
for hell and he wants to take you with 
him! - Why, you’d swear black was 
white if he said so.” 

She was right about that. Anything 
Dad said or did was law with me. And 
more than once I got into fights with 
other kids when they made cracks about 
my Dad. I wanted to grow up to be just 
like him, that’s why I loved to be with 
him. Especially down at the garage. As 
I grew older, Dad taught me about cars 
and even let me do simple jobs on cars 
that customers brought in. 

Mom disapproved of some of Dad’s 
customers. “It’s bad enough for you to 
be hanging around that garage all the 
time,” she said to me one night, “but 
gamblers like McCord and Ellis make it 
worse. Your father might as well put in 
a pool table and a bar!” 

I nodded impatiently and gulped down 
my dinner. Then I hurried down to the 
garage, chuckling about what she'd said. 
Dave McCord and Ike Ellis were bigshots 
who stored their Cadillacs in the garage. 


to tell Mom. “They’re nuts!” I said an- 
grily. “Dad runs a good business. He 
wouldn’t do anything wrong. I'll bet the 
cops tried to shake him down and he told 
them where to go!” 

Mom just sat there, her hands folded, 
not saying anything. How about that. | 
thought. Dad’s in jail and she’s proba- 
bly worried about what the good church 
people will think! | turned and ran into 
my room. You’re nineteen now, you're 
too big to cry, I told myself. But my eyes 
were wet when I thought of my father 
spending the night behind bars. 


i TURNED OUT that he was to spend 

many more there. A lawyer came to 
see Mom the next day. He told her that 
Dad was charged with manslaughter. 
The cops said he drove a getaway car 
used in a robbery and struck down an 
old lady while speeding away from the 
scene of the crime. 

It sounded so crazy that I almost 
laughed out loud. “Dad can beat that 
rap standing on his head!” I told the 
lawyer. 

The lawyer, a short, skinny guy who 
wore thick glasses, shook his head. “It’s 
to going be tough, kid. You see, they’ve 
got a witness (Continued on Page 53 ) 
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By Margo Hughes 


Joe Wells, Harlem’s famous ‘chicken and waffle king,’ has a big problem. 
Just as he set out to announce the opening of his new “Satellite Room,” word was 
around that the boys downtown had beat him to it and already launched 
a Satellite Room of their own. Now Wells is in bad need of a name for his newly- 
decorated swank upstairs room. 
Eartha Kitt planing in from Las Vegas, or wherever in the world, to look 
after the kids in her dance classes at the Harlem Branch YMCA. The Dance Founda- 
tion, which she sponsors and supports, is Kitt’s pet project so she comes in to 
instruct and dance with them whenever she has a day off. 
“Hot Rod” Hulbert, another Baltimore deejay known for his outerspace 
antics on the airways, is blasting the Harlem scene with a daily rock ’n’ roll rocket 
show on the same station where his homey, Jocko Henderson, once held forth. 
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Eartha Kitt Sarah Vaughan Hot Rod Hulbert Kim Karter 
Ex-New Jersey platter-spinner, Ramon Bruce, is back from San Francisco 
and currently carrying on in New York with an afternoon show dedicated to “ban- 
ishing afternoon brain pain.” 
going among his listeners tagged, “Why I Need Prestige.” 
the contestants ought to know. The first prize (guaranteed to give the winner 
prestige) is one-million bucks—in Confederate dough. 

Lionel Hampton has invested in a vibraphone factory and plans to manu- 


Hamp’s 


(So says The Bruce.) The Bruce also has a contest 
But there’s something 


facture a new instrument of his own, which he’ll call the “Vibrahamp.” 
instrument will have the same bell tones as the standard vibe, but will feature a 
piano key board. 

Carolyn Stanford one of the Pigeon Islanders who sings calypso music in 
the chorus of Lena Horne’s Broadway show, Jamaica, has been commuting back 
and forth from New York City to Philadelphia studying classical singing at Curtis 
Institute. She graduated in June. 

Russia’s Cultural Department will agree to send a troupe of Russian 
performers to the U. 
trotters as a swap. Meanwhile, the Trotters are conducting a basketball clinic on 


S. on an exchange basis, only if they get the Harlem Globe- 


the Brussels Fairgrounds. 

Though they’ve been divorced for some time, George Treadwell still guides 
the destiny of singer Sarah Vaughan. He managed to book her as the first American 
jazz singer into the Brussels Fair. 

Dimpled Johnny Nash, a new singing sensation, got his big break while a 
caddy at the local golf course in his native Houston. One of the bigwig club mem- 
bers heard him sing and in turn arranged for the Texas executives of Paramount 
to hear him. As a result the handsome 17-year-old has a (Continued on Page 52) 
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DO YOU WANT A 
DREAM FIGURE? 


Satin lastex front and back panels combine with nylon 
power-net sides to mold your figure inte fashion’s ver- 
sion of the perfect womanly form. 

The DREAM FIGURE ALL-IN-ONE, eliminates pinching 
or rolling. Has 
long front zip- 
per for ease in 
slipping in and 
out. Criss-cross 
walk-a-way de- 
sign gives free- 


dom of move- 
ment when 
bending, sit- 
ting, stretching 


FIGURE has 

der- 
ful ‘‘hold in’ 
power that’s 
comfortable and 
effective to 
properly shape 
your torso. No 
Bones about it. 
Makes you look 
slim, yet lets 
you feel free. 





@ Exciting 
fluid drape. 


@ Unbroken 
line from bust- 
line to thigh. 


@ High bos- 
omed bandeau. 


@ Gives a flat 
tummy, a neat 
back view, yet 
permits round- 
ed hips. 


$5.95 


pink or white 


32-36 
32-42 panty girdle style $6.95 
34-42 
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WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. S-91-E | 
35 So. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. 

Please send “DREAM FIGURE.” I want to try on | 

approval for 10 days. If I am not completely satisfied, 

I an return for refund of purchase price. 


A 
Sizes 3 cup 
€ cup 





) t enclose $......... You pay postage. | 
( ) Send C.0.D. 1 will pay ipestal charges. 
( ) Regular Girdle (J — Girdle | 
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( ) Send me....... extra eretenes at 49¢ each. 
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New ‘'4” Capsule Treatment Colors Hair 


JET BLACK frown siaces) 
Professional -like...at Home 


Amazing new hair 
coloring treatment 
works wonders on 
“old-looking”’ hair. 
It’s almost a miracle 
the way it brings 
——_ -like natural 
ooking jet blackness 
to dull, a gtay 
and lifeless 
Tonight, watch 
streaked, gray, dull, faded, 
beet and lifeless hair respond to BLACK 
STRAND Hair Coloring. See how 
BLACK STRAND imparts a new, shiny, 
lustrous, lovely oo to your hair 
. easily, evenl occasional touch- 





are needed as new hair grows out. 
oes simple directions with each package. 
GUARANTEED: —to bring the joy of 
youthful-looking JET BLACK hair to- 
night—in minutes. Breathtaking results 
—or your money back. Only 75¢ plus tax 
—at druggists everywhere. 


BLACK STRAND 


—— ae BLACK- DARK BROWN 
IM BROWN - LIGHT —" 
SSTRAND PRODUCTS C 
118 S. Clinton Street a+ deg ry Ilinols 





BRANDED 
OR MY SHAME 


had so much love and so little time, it didn’t seem right 


t we should have to wait. But I never dreamed the terri- 


price I would have to pay for our youthful impatience 


\ STILL RECALL how Lonnie would sit with me in the woods beyond the 
1 on those summery days during our growing up years. The hot sun would 
he air all quivery and the insects buzzing would be the only sounds we heard 
for the other kids yelling in the fields or at the swimming hole. We spent 
in hour that way, not saying very much, because it was so hard to come out 
things we thought about. 
| think we understood each other better than most folks do even if we couldn’t 
feelings into words. 
d Lonnie even then, I’m sure of that. Maybe I was born loving him because 
ecall when it started. He always lived near enough to see him most every 
| that was my greatest joy—seeing that sun-baked face in the next field to 
ice’s. I'd be doing my chores lots of times and catch a glimpse of Lonnie 
window, and there’d be a sudden lift in my heart that sometimes made 
1 revival song right out loud. 
when | was little I helped Aunt Callie all I could. Her babies seemed to keep 
ilong every year just as regular as the seasons. She was tired and snappish 
imes, but I didn’t blame her much with all her work and worries she had. 
ateful she took me in after my own folks died—what with all her very own 
es to feed. 
s the last one of those summery days that sticks in my mind real special-like. 
the day comes I get a share of Pa’s farm I’m gonna’ start right in with 
ition for my own house,” Lonnie said all of a sudden, as if the words came 
ut him even meaning them to. 
ed up at Lonnie’s determined face, and my eyes flickered back over those 
ilders that were breaking through the seams of the faded blue workshirt he 
ind suddenly, in that minute, it seemed he wasn’t Lonnie any more. He 





minute still so I'd never forget. 
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isn't the boy Lonnie! He’d outstripped 
1 growing and his hands were big 
| rough from hard work in the fields. 
vas aman! I couldn’t help looking 
at myself, so thin and spindly- 
king. | wasn’t much to look at, that’s 
ure, in my skimpy cotton dress, so 
d and mended here and there. 
| at once | wanted to cover myself 
Lonnie wouldn’t be seeing me as I 
| wanted to be pretty and woman- 
with a rounded figure he could ad- 
All these thoughts flashed in on 
» sudden, just because Lonnie looked 
And he was, if he was thinking 
t his own acres—and building his 
house! 
heart was thumping with a sudden 
and | knew my cheeks were on fire, 
lucked my head down on my arms, 
iy knees drawn up under my chin. 
don’t look at me right now, Lon- 
| begged inside. “Don’t see me as I 
‘hen | felt the touch of his hand on 
houlder, feeling the warmth of his 
hrough my dress and I held myself 
that | wouldn’t tremble outside 
was doing inside. The feeling 













him. He had turned away! But only 
cause he thought—. I reached out , 
hand and touched his arm, and just iF 
feel of his hard muscles under the ¢lgj 


“You wv 
on't have 
“Wait? 
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made my fingers quiver again. Th sv 
“Oh, Lonnie,” I choked out. “I—), + st 
“oo you said it. I was af i ies 


And I looked down at myself agai’ os 
and got suddenly panicky. Maybe dw r 
i 


hadn’t understood rightly. Maybe \y 


didn’t mean what I thought. But | fq minute. 


him turn around with a rush and hi ae 
hands were gripping my arms tight. [/" om 
I looked up into his eyes and mayt ge 
he saw all the love that was in mine, | ‘ 
don’t know. But I could tell he was fed} yo 
ing different, just as I was. We were T 


both alive with this new thing tha 
pounded through us and I wanted ty 
hold that minute still, to give me time to 
drink it in, to hold it close, so I’d never 
forget this precious new wonderment 
that had come to us! 

“Oh, Rancy,” Lonnie said so soft it 
was almost like a whisper. Then his 
mouth came down on mine, making all 
of me come alive and press up against 
him. His arms locked around me, strong 
and hard, and everything else was blotted 





Lonnie was going away, and I was going to live on 


the big house on the hill, the big house with its jeal- 


ousy and horror that I would remember all my days 





was‘ almost more than I could bear. 

“Rancy,” he said, “do you feel sick?” 

“No!” I said through stiff lips. “No!” 
But I think my body quivered some just 
the same, even though I was trying hard 
to keep still as a rock and feel stoney 
inside, too, instead of the way I was. If 
this was love, I told myself, it wasn’t 
wonderful at all. It hurt. It hurt awful! 

Lonnie took his hand off me and his 
voice sounded different, as if he turned 
his head away from the sight of me. “I 
guess it wasn’t a good time to say it,” he 
said. “I should of waited till I got back. 
You're too young—still too young to 
know what you want.” 

And my heart gave a funny thud 
against my chest hearing him say those 
words—as if it was up to me to choose! 

“Almost three years,” his voice went 
on; “it’s a big difference between us. 
Too much maybe.” 

And suddenly everything was differ- 
ent! I lifted my head up and stared at 


out in that most joyous minute of my He 
life. Oe 

It was a miracle greater than I'd ever } jhink 
dreamed in all the years I’d looked at you, | 


Lonnie and felt that longing—now that He 


I felt his warm body alive against mine | joy | 
and his lips bruising mine. the a 

When he let me go I gasped out loud | jyay, 
and had to steady myself I was so shak- “y 
en. For a little minute we just looked | pot 
into each other’s eyes, still too filled with A 
that new thing to find any words to say. | yp t 
Or maybe there were no words to fit | pis, 


rightly with that storm of feeling that « 





swept us up and pounded through us, } Rap 
then left us weak and helpless to find our | that 
way back to solid ground again. ae 
Lonnie’s hands were gripping mine. ( 
“Rancy,” he said low, “you do—you § 4, 
do—!” che 
“Yes, I do!” 1 whispered. oh 
It was strange we could not say the fee 
word love. It was burning so fierce in- si 


side us—it scared us! , 
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“You will wait,” he said. “I know | 
"§ n't have to ask it now.” 
“Wait?” I cried, suddenly all con- 
Siced. “What do you mean, Lonnie?” 
The swaying trees and the wavery 
sses suddenly were back, the cloud- 
# iotches were scuddering above, and 
ie world was there to push us back into 
bur rightful places. There wasn’t only 
like I'd thought for just a precious 
minute. 

“[’ve got to go and serve my time in 
he Army,” he said low, as if the words 
hurt, “just like every other fellow—” 

“Oh!” It was like a knife stab. “Oh, 
Lon, you've got to go away and leave 


” 





me now—just when we—! 
But I couldn’t finish. His arms went 
around me hard again, almost hurting 
me, but I didn’t care. It was as if I 
wanted him to hurt me, to ease the hurt 
ofthe other, inside me. The tears started 
down my cheeks and Lonnie felt my sobs 
against him and he didn’t let me go till 
I stopped. 
“When?” I asked him finally. “When 
do you have to go?” 
“Day after tomorrow,” he said. 
Day after tomorrow, I thought wildly ! 
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0h, Lord, no, that was too soon! We 
just woke up to life, to knowing what we 
were born for, and now it was to be 
matched away before we had hardly a 
touch and a taste of its wonder. 

“Why didn’t you tell me before!” | 
cfied in misery. “Oh, Lon, that’s too 
soon!” 

He was quiet a second. 

“T didn’t know—” he said. “I didn’t 
think it would make this difference to 
you, Rancy.” 

He didn’t know! Just as I didn’t know 
how he felt. Oh, I was all eaten up with 
the ache inside, but I pretended to feel 
brave. 

“Tl wait, Lonnie,” I promised, “no 
matter how long!” 

And his hands took my face, tilting it 
up to him, and there was such a look in 
his eyes—almost a prayerful look. 

“We got something so fine and good, 
Rancy,” he said quietly. “Something 
that will make every hard part of living 
seem not to matter.” 

Oh, he did feel the same way I did. 
He did! Like when I’d be doing my 
chores and happen to see him from the 
window—and suddenly my hands and 
feet would fly because my heart found 
wings! 

‘Tl write to you all I can,” he said. 


Then he faltered before he went on. 
“But—Rancy, you know I don’t know 
how to write things.” He touched his 
chest. “What’s in here.” 

And I knew what he meant. 
it would be the same for me too. | 
couldn’t write things out, least of all my 
feelings. How could I, when I couldn’t 


I knew 


even speak them! 

“That won’t matter,” I told Lonnie. 
“We know. Now we know.” 

Lonnie nodded his head and reached 
out his big rough hand to touch my hair, 
but it was soft and gentle like the touch 
of a summery wind. Then when he bent 
to kiss my lips it brought back the raging 
storms, the fire and tearing needs, and 
I clung to him, praying for time to stop 
dead so that nothing or nobody would 
ever tear us apart. 


T WAS ALMOST more than I could 
bear, going to the house—to the tum- 
ble of kids and the endless chores to do. 
Knowing that Lonnie would leave so 
soon cast a shadow over everything. For 
the first time I knew the meaning of bit- 
tersweet—the sweetness of giving and re- 
ceiving love churning up with the cruel 
bitterness of the coming separation. 

Aunt Callie was waiting crossly at the 
door. 

“Where on earth you been, Rancy!” 
she cried out. “I been hollerin’ and hol- 
lerin’ for you!” 

My cheeks felt hot because I knew | 
had to lie. 

“Just walking,” I said. “I’m sorry. I 
didn’t hear you.” 

She turned back into the kitchen and 
hurried over to give the greens a stir, and 
that gave time to collect myself. 

“What do you want done?” I asked 
her from the door. 

“You know Mrs. Bogard—the fancy 
Bogards up on the hill,” Aunt Callie said 
in a rush. 

How could I help knowing! The rich 
white lady who lived in the big house on 
the hill overlooking the whole town was 
like a creature from another world to me. 
I saw her many times driving by in her 
shiny black limousine with her pale and 
sickly grandson at her side. She held 
her head so high I don’t believe she saw 
a soul on Main Street. But the boy—I 
felt so sorry for him, even though he was 
spoiled and had everything he wanted— 
everything except strong sturdy legs. In 
a way he was like me, an orphan living 
with kinfolk, but I never once thought of 


swapping places with that sad-faced boy. 
He couldn’t run and dance and play like 
us other kids could because he’d been 
crippled by polio just one heartbreaking 
year before the Salk vaccine was given 
to the world. 

“You know Mrs. Bogard’s cook—Hat- 
tie Masterson—” Aunt Callie was say- 
ing, “well, she told me their regular girl 
was leaving. Hattie’s gettin’ on you 
know, and her rheumatiz gets worse 
every year. She needs somebody to go 
up there ev'ry day to give her a hand 
with the upstairs rooms. No cookin’ you 
understand—” 

I stared at Aunt Callie and knew what 
was coming. Why just thinking of going 
up to that elegant house to work made 
me feel all fidgety! I wouldn’t know how 
to act or what to say or anything! 

“The money sure would come in han- 
dy, Rancy,” Aunt Callie finished off. 
“And Hattie Masterson is willin’ to try 
you out.” 

I stared down at the floor, not wanting 
to go, yet I knew I couldn’t refuse. As 
Aunt Callie said, the money would come 
in-handy. And, besides, what difference 
would it really make, doing chores here 
or up at the big house? Maybe it wouldn’t 
be so bad once I got used to it. Maybe it 
would be nice, looking at the fancy 
things, touching them, and seeing how 
real elegant people lived! I might learn 
a lot from them! 

Then | thought of Lonnie. Maybe it 
was just as well to get away, as long as 
Lonnie would be gone too. I might even 
be able to save up some money and buy 
little things to pretty myself up for him 
to see when he got home again! My 
cheeks felt hot and I turned my back to 
Aunt Callie. 

“When does Hattie want me?” I asked. 

“Tomorrow morning,” she answered. 
“Better wash up that dress of yours right 
off, so’s you won’t look so untidy.” 

No, no! Not tomorrow, | thought 
with a sudden pain inside. Tomorrow 
was the last day I'd see Lonnie before 
he went away—for how long? How 
many days or weeks—or would it be 
months before I’d see my darling again? 
Could I tell Aunt Callie that? I looked 
at her and she seemed so bone-tired, 
pushing back the stringly hair from her 
sweating face. No, I knew I couldn’t tell 
her. She would be mad—maybe even 
call me sinful for talking about loving 
a boy the way I loved Lonnie! 

“Yes, Aunt (Continued on Page 64) 
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Buddy was the baby, and I had given Mama a deathbed 


promise to take care of him always—forsaking all 


“FEY AKE CARE of Buddy, Sarah. 
He’s your baby brother—look 
fter him for me.” Those were Mama’s 
ng words to me, and when I prom- 
1 to do as she asked it was the 
as if I'd taken an oath on the 
Not that I wouldn’t have done it 
way. I'd been taking care of Buddy 
for as long as I could remember— 
hanging his diapers right after he was 
feeding him when Mama was 
at work; taking him to and from 

1 
Buddy was Mama’s heart. She 
ight the sun rose and set in him, 
inything he wanted Mama would 
zet for him. If she couldn’t get it her- 
f or coax somebody else into it, I 
k she felt worse than Buddy did. I 
ember when Buddy graduated from 
hth grade how my mother tramped 
ver town in pouring rain trying to 
find the kind of suit he said he wanted. 
When Mama brought the suit home, 
Buddy tried it on and it fit beautifully. 
He paraded around the house posing 
s and admiring himself every time 
passed a mirror. “How about the 
to go with it?” he asked at last. 


Mama’s face fell. She gave me a help- 
less glance. I knew what she was think- 
ing. I'd seen the price tag on the suit 
and realized that she had spent her 
week’s wages to buy it. She simply had 
no money left to buy shoes. So I said, 
“Can’t you wear the shoes you got for 
Easter, Buddy? They’re still practical- 
ly new.” 

“Are you kidding?” he asked. “Look, 
Sis, if I can’t be dressed right, then 
Mama might as well return the suit and 
get her money back. She probably 
could use the dough, anyway.” 

Buddy had a way of telling you not to 
put yourself out for him, and at the 
same time sounding so heartbroken 
that you’d do anything in the world to 
make him smile. Mama couldn’t bear 
it; it tore her to pieces when she was 
unable to make him happy. “Of course 
Buddy’s got to have decent shoes,” 
Mama said quickly, “and that’s just what 
he’s going to have.” 

There had been a time when I re- 
sented the extra attention and special 
favors my younger brother received. 
But as time went on I came to expect it 
as only natural. As Mama always said, 


others, even the man I married. But Buddy wasn’t worth 


Buddy was the man of the family an 
one day would be doing for us th 
things we did for him. At that tim 
however, I’d just gotten my first je 
and | was afraid I'd have to help by 
things for Buddy’s graduation. Mama 
said she’d take care of everything and 
I was grateful for that. 
Graduation was the next night 
Mama came home from work with @ 
package under her arm. “Just wait til 
you see these fine shoes, honey,” she 
said to Buddy, her face one big smile 
Buddy opened the package with eage 
hands. Inside was a pair of handsom 
English-made shoes, polished to 
mirror-like shine. “Oh, Mama!” I s 
delightfully. “Where did you get them? 
“Yeah,” Buddy sneered. “Where'd 
you get these clod-hoppers?” 
“Why, what’s wrong with them, son 
Mama asked, a worried look on h 
face. 
“Oh, not a thing,” he said, tossing the 
shoes aside. “Only they’re brown, wit 
round toes, and I need black shoes wit 
French toes, that’s all.” 
Mama was puzzled. “But the lady T 
worked for (Continued on Page 50) 
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“Get out!” I screamed at him. “Get 
out now, before I throw you out! 
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V4 E SAT in Mama’s spotless, spicy- 
smelling kitchen, sipping coffee and 
thinking how good it felt to really 

b home again. / will be alright, | told 

pyself. It'll be just like it used to be 
me here with Mama. And I'll get 

wer Carl. | only wished I could be sure 

‘of that. 

Mama’s plump, warm hand reached 
‘across the table and covered mine, as if 
Nghe were reading my thoughts. “Don’t 
et it worry you, Betty Jo,” she said. “No 
man is worth it. | hate to say it, but 
“remember I told you so. I tried to warn 
© Mama was right, she had tried. Oh, 
"how she had tried. She didn’t like it 
when Carl and | first started going to- 

her. Then, when we really got serious, 
she told him to stay away from the 

Shouse. She and | had argued pretty 
| violently after that, and it ended up with 
Sher having one of her heart attacks. | 
Hdon’t suppose Carl and I would have 
gotten married after that if it hadn’t been 
Aunt Cissie. She came over from 
llicott City when I telephoned her about 
fama’s illness. Aunt Cissie knew about 

1 and me. Somehow, I had always 
found it much easier to talk to her than 

Mama. So when I called her, Aunt 

issie just came in with her suitcase and 

led down to stay until Mama was 
better. 

“Now listen to me carefully, Betty 
Mo,” Aunt Cissie told me. “I want you 
ito go right ahead and marry that boy. 
Don’t wait another day.” 

“But Aunt Cissie, | can’t.” | protested. 
§“Mama’s so sick, and it’s all my fault. 
She doesn’t want me to get married.” 

Aunt Cissie looked at me for a long 
minute, her face crinkled into a network 

pof frowns. “Betty Jo,” she said finally, 
“it isn’t your fault, believe me. No 
) mother wants to see her only child get 
[ married. That’s just the way mothers 
pare.” Then she shot a quick, steely-eyed 
p glance in the direction of Mama’s room 
fand added: “Only some mothers are 
worse about it than others.” 
© So with Aunt Cissie’s persistent prod- 
) ding and Carl’s eager impatience push- 
4 ing me, | put on my Sunday dress, 
" packed a bag, and went off and got 
married. 

“Don’t worry about your mother,” 
Aunt Cissie told me as | slipped out of 
the house. “You kids just get married 
and have yourselves a honeymoon. Call 


me if you want to know how things are 


going, but don’t worry.” 

I couldn’t hold back the tears of hap- 
piness as I kissed Aunt Cissie goodbye. 

There had never been any doubt in 
my mind that Carl was the man for me. 
We had met at a Sunday School picnic- 
me wandering around aimlessly because 
all of the boys who knew me were ter- 
rorized by my mother, and Carl so tall 
and strong and so new that he didn’t 
know to stay away from me. | think we 
must have fallen in love that very day, 
and only a man of Carl’s strength and 
understanding could have pulled me 
away from Mama. I loved and trusted 
him completely, and there was no fear 
in me, not even on our wedding night. 
I was dead 
certain on marrying Carl, she tried her 
best to make me fearful of that moment 


Once. when Mama saw 


when, lying in the darkness behind a 


like that, ’'m coming home right this 
minute,” | warned her. 

“Not if you’ve got any sense you 
won't,” she said. “You’ve got your own 
life and a husband to think of now. What 
are you doing still in that hotel, any- 
way? I thought you were going to move 
into your own apartment.” 

“Well, we haven’t decided yet. About 
which one, I mean.” 

“You mean you haven't decided yet,” 
Carl said over my shoulder. 

“Pll call you back later, Aunt Cissie,” 
I said quickly. 

“I’ve told you, Betty Jo, there’s no 
need to call home all day long. Your 
mother is fine,” she said. 

“Well, P'll call anyway,” I said, and 
hung up the phone. Then I turned to 
Carl. “That wasn’t very nice,” | said 
evenly. 


Mama had been against my marrying Carl from the very 


start, and she did all the things I never thought a mother 


would do to prevent it. By the time she was through, I 


wasn’t a wife to Carl—not a real one. I was just a little girl 


playing house but still tied te my mother’s apron strings 


locked 
Carl’s wife. She pictured such intimacy 


door, | would really become 
as shameful and degrading. But while | 
carried some of this apprehension with 
me that first night, it soon gave way to 
the thundering tide of love that was 
Carl’s and mine. And it seemed nothing 
could ever mar our happiness. 

But there was something wrong, al- 
most from the beginning. There were 
two apartments available when Carl and 
I married, and after we spent our wed- 
ding night in a hotel, it was time to 
decide where we were going to live. But 
somehow I couldn’t make the decision. 
I kept fretting, worrying about Mama, 
calling Aunt Cissie several times a day. 

“Betty Jo,” Aunt Cissie told me finally, 
“there’s no more wrong with your moth- 
er now than there was the day you told 
her you were going to marry Carl. She’s 
just a stubborn old woman.” 

“Aunt Cissie!” I protested. 

“Well, the truth is the truth,” she 
declared. 


“Aunt Cissie. if you're going to talk 


“I’m sorry,” he said with a grin, “but 
it really is your decision to make, Betty 
Jo. I like both places, so it’s just a matter 
of which one you want. You're the one 
who has to live in the place all day long 
and take care of it. Besides, we really 
do need to make up our minds. I’ve got 
to get back to work at the plant, and 
won't have time to help you fix things 
up unless we hurry.” 

We both fell silent for a moment. 
Finally I spoke: “I—I really wish Mama 
could see them,” I said slowly. “Maybe 
she could tell me what to do.” 

Three days later, after | still hadn't 
made up my mind, Carl picked out the 
apartment. By the time we moved in, 
Mama was well enough to come and 
see it. 

“I don’t know why you would ever 
marry a man and let him bring you to 
some dump like this,” Mama said when 
Carl was out of earshot. 

“Well, Mama, it will look a lot better 
when we get it fixed up,” I told her. 

The fixing up was left to me since 
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Car! had to go back to work. I got Mama 
to come and help me, and everything 
was going along fine until Carl came 
home the next evening and complained: 
‘What are you using all those pinks and 
greens for? This looks like a carbon 
opy of your mother’s living room. I 
want this to be our home, not just an 
annex to hers.” 

I almost burst into tears, and a few 
minutes later Carl apologized. But later, 
when I told Mama what Carl had said, 
she was furious. 

“Well, he’s a fine one to talk,” she 
aid bitterly. “If it were left up to him, 
he’d leave the place looking like a pig 

That’s the way it is in marriage, 
vomen do all the work and men sit 
round and complain. You should have 
told him to do the job himself if he 
lidn’t like it.” 

Mama was right too, I thought. If she 
was nice enough to come over and help, 
the least Carl could do was show a little 
uppreciation. 

\ little appreciation was just what he 
howed; very little. Mama and I finished 
he job and Carl never said anymore 
rbout it. I resented his attitude, but I 


lidnt 


say anything because I didn’t 
want to start an argument. | 
Still, 1 think now that our marriage 
started heading for the rocks during 
those very first days, for they set the 
pattern for all of our troubles that were 
follow—the troubles that had brought 
back home to Mama. Home, where 
there had just been the two of us since 
that day when I was seven years old and 
Daddy walked out of the house and never 
ame back. It was a long time after that 
before Mama even allowed his name to 
be mentioned in the house. I remember 

t Cissie arguing with Mama about 

ne day. “Now listen, Laura,” Aunt 
Cissie said, “when you get right down 

t, it was just as much your fault 
is it was George’s.” 

Don’t mention that man’s name in 
this house!” Mama shouted. “My fault, 
humph! Was it my fault that he hung 

ut in gambling halls and threw away 
drinking and carousing 


n money 
ind?” 
George played a little pool now and 

then and he took a drink now and then. 

\ man is supposed to do those things. 

But George wasn’t a drunkard and he 

usn't a gambler. If he had been, you 
wouldn’t have this house to live in.” 
it’s no more than I expect for you to 


take up for him, Cissie,” Mama stormed. 
“I always did think that you were kind 
of sweet on George yourself.” 

Aunt Cissie stood up from the table 
and stared Mama in the eyes. “You're 
an evil woman, Laura—even if you are 
Then she 
left and it was a long time before she 
ever came back to visit. 

I didn’t like hearing Aunt Cissie call 
Mama evil, but I couldn’t hate her for 
it. I had always liked Aunt Cissie. She 
was good to me and we would talk about 
things that I could never talk to Mama 
about, like growing up and boys and 
things. 

But maybe I should have talked more 
to Mama anyhow. Then I would have 
been prepared for Carl. Oh, Mama had 
tried to warn me, all right. But she had 
tried too late. She didn’t start until I 
had stardust in my eyes and could smell 
orange blossoms in the dead of winter 
and could hear church bells ringing in 
the still of night. It was too late to try 
to warn me after I had known Carl’s kiss, 
Carl’s caress. 

And we had our good times together, 
Carl and I. Like when we would get up 
early in the morning and eat bacon and 


my sister—an evil woman.” 


scrambled eggs in a drug store someplace 
and head off to the movies as soon as 
they opened. Or maybe we would go 
swimming on the beach. or just watch 
people at the park, the funny way some 
of them looked, or the funny things they 
did. It was good when we were out like 
that. 

It was at home that we had troubles. 
Home, where Mama said Carl had no 
business bringing me: home, where Carl 
resented the very color on the walls be- 
cause they were colors Mama had chos- 
en; home, where my mother was not 
welcomed to visit me. 

“Believe me, Betty Jo.” Carl argued, 
“TI don’t dislike your mother. It’s just 
that she seems to try to make trouble 
every time she comes here.” 

“That’s right,” I shot back at him. 
“Blame it all on Mama.” 

“Well, just think about it now,” Carl 
said. “It was your mother who decided 
how to paint the place, right? And it 
was your mother who insisted that you 
go out and buy this old-time furniture 
instead of the modern stuff we had talked 
about getting, right? It’s your mother 
who decided what church we have to go 
to and your mother—” 

“Oh, stop it, Carl!” I shouted. “You 





sound like Mama is trying to wreck g 
marriage.” 

Carl was very quiet for several mip 
utes, then he asked: “Isn’t she, Betty Jo) 
Do you remember how badly she didy} 
want us to get married?” 

1 whirled on my heels and walke 
right out of the house—straight 
Mama’s. 


AT™ THAT argument with Car) 
which I told Mama about, she didn} 
come around to our place anymore. Ip. 
stead, I went to hers. Just for short visits 
at first, and then they became longer and 
longer. Mama would find errands for 
me to run or work for me to help her do 
around the house. 
“I declare, Betty Jo,” she would tel 
me, “you just don’t know how much 
there is to be done in a big old house 
like this when there’s not a body in it 
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In the still of night. when 


felt Carl's strong arm en 


cle me. I couldn't go to h 


willingly—like I should 


but me. Now if you were back home—” 

“Carl wouldn’t think of living here,” 
I said quickly, knowing that Mama 
hadn’t really meant me and Carl in the 
first place. 

“Well,” she said, “if you’re going to 
let that man come between you and your 
own dear mother, well—” she paused, 
tears brimming up in her eyes. 

“Oh, Mama,” I said, rushing to her. 
“You know I’m not going to let Carl 
come between us.” 

“You say that now,” she sobbed. “But 
as time goes on you'll just forget about 
And then you'll have children of 
your own and you won’t have time—” 

“T’ll never forget about you, Mama,” 
I tried to console her. “And I’m not 
having any children. Now stop crying 


me. 


before you make yourself sick again. 
Come on, dry your eyes and -we'll go 
downtown to a movie together, okay?” 

It made me awfully late getting home, 
but it was worth it, making Mama feel 
better. Carl was already home when | 
got there and his dinner wasn’t fixed, so 





for t 
dast 


“ 


mak 








reck 


Tal mip 
jetty Jo) 


1e didn} 


walked 
ight & 


h Car, 
e didn} 
re. Ip. 
rt Visits 
ser and 
ds for 
her do 


[had to throw together some tuna salad 
real fast. even though Carl didn’t like 
tna salad. I didn’t offer any explana- 
tion, either, as to what I had been doing 
all day. I didn’t want him to know. 

Late that night, in an attempt to re- 
move the slight chill that had existed be- 
tween us earlier in the evening as a re- 
sult of my unexplained lateness, Carl’s 
arm encircled me in bed, and slowly he 
started little kisses around my ear and 
down my neck. I turned my back to him 
and pretended to be sleeping soundly. 

No, I said to myself lying there in the 
darkness. / must be careful. | can’t have 
children. | must remember Mama. 


OC WITH MAMA began to 
take up most of my time, especially 
since she began having trouble with her 
heart again. I managed to get our small 
apartment cleaned up soon after Car! left 














for the plant each morning, then I would 
dash home. 

“You don’t know how much better it 
makes me feel just to have you here, 
Betty Jo,” Mama told me. 

“Tll always be here when you need 
me, Mama,” I said. 

For a while, although I spent most of 
the day with Mama through the week, 
I managed to keep my weekends free 
for Carl. But then it seemed like Mama’s 
worst attacks would come on Saturday 
or Sunday, and I would have to go to 
her, despite Carl’s funny looks. 

One day I called Aunt Cissie about it. 
“Mama really seems to be getting worse,” 
I told her. 

“Then why in heaven’s name doesn’t 
she call a doctor?” Aunt Cissie said in 
an unsympathetic voice. 

“She doesn’t have any faith in them, 
Aunt Cissie,” I answered. “She won’t 
allow a doctor in the house.” 

“Well, she couldn’t be having that 
many heart attacks or she’d be dead.” 
Aunt Cissie said coldly. 


I snapped, 


“sometimes you sound worse than Carl.” 


“Honestly, Aunt Cissie,” 


I hung up and went to see Mama. 

As Mama’s illness began to demand 
more and more of my time, Carl began 
brooding. | thought | knew what was 
on his mind, but he never said anything 
for several weeks. Finally, he couldn’t 
hold it any longer. 

“Betty Jo, I’ve been thinking,” he be- 
gan slowly. “It seems like there’s some- 
thing missing in our marriage, some- 
thing that’s causing us to grow apart 
rather than closer together.” Then he 
was silent for a minute or two, picking 
disinterestedly at his dinner. “Maybe— 
maybe it would help if we had a kid, 
something to draw us a little closer—I 
don’t know.” 

“No!” The word came out like a shot, 
before I intended for it to, and immedi- 
ately I clamped my hand over my mouth. 


“TI know we never discussed it before, 
Betty Jo,” Carl went on patiently, “and 
maybe we should wait a little while 
longer until I’m making more money, 
but if it would change things a little with 
us, why I don’t see why—” 

“No,” I said again, this time with con- 
trol. “We—we can’t right now.” 

“But why not?” Carl demanded. 

“Please, Carl, let’s not talk about it 
now,” I said, and burst from the room in 
tears. 


KNEW IT, I KNEW IT!” Mama said 

the next morning when I| told her 
about the argument. “I knew he was 
going to try to pin you down, give you 
a bellyful of babies to take up your time 
and wear you out and stop you from 
coming to take care of me.” 

It really wasn’t as bad as Mama made 
it sound, but still it seemed that she had 
a point. 

I was late getting back home that 
night, but it was okay because Carl -was 
late too. It was one of the few times he 


had put in overtime at the plant—or so 
he told me. 

But it was not to be the last time that 
he would be late coming home, I soon 
learned. At first, | did not mind his 
lateness, for it often saved me from try- 
ing to explain to him that I didn’t have 
dinner ready because I had been with 
Mama. But after awhile, as he began to 
be late more frequently, I often found 
myself rushing home to spend a lonely 
evening in an empty house. But it was 
almost three months before I got up 
enough nerve to complain about it, and 
then I was quickly sorry I did. 

“What do you care?” Carl demanded. 
“I don’t complain about the time you 
spend at your mother’s, or about the cold 
way you ve been acting at night. It would 
seem to me that you would be glad not 
to have me around.” 

“All right, Carl Anderson,” I stormed. 


“Work as late as you like. See if I care!” 

Carl stared at me then with eyes colder 
than I had ever seen them before. There 
was defiance in them; wordless eyes that 
still somehow gave off a message: What 
makes you think I’m working? If only 
I had been able to read it. 

But one day the message came through 
loud and clear: the lipstick stains on 
Carl’s shirt collar, the hot accusations, 
the hard defiant replies; words of hate, 
contempt. 

“What did you expect me to do?” Carl 
demanded harshly. “I had to find it 
somewhere. You were too busy being a 
Mama’s girl.” 

And I had gone home to Mama, this 
time for good. 


l xe IT WAS just like it used to be, 

being home again, Mama and | work- 
ing in the kitchen together, going shop- 
ping, together at night looking at tele- 
vision. Yes, things were just like they 
used to be, only (Continued on Page 82) 
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LAST CALANCE... 


to win a big prize 


in EBONY’S big 














1ST PRIZE 1958 Cadillac or imperial 
or round-the-world trip— $6,000 








4TH PRIZE R.C.A. Color TV STH-9TH PRIZES Zenith TV 














2ND PRIZE 1958 Chrysler or Oldsmobile 


or trip to Paris— $4,000 1OTH-14TH PRIZES 15TH-19TH PRIZES 
V.M. Hi-Fi Admiral Portable TV 
3RD PRIZE ae as 
1958 Chevrolet CAMERAS WATCHES Here are just a few of the 500 big money 
or Plymouth or prizes! There are many others such as 


» RECORD : : i : 
Mink Coat— $3,000 eee luggage, golf clubs, flashlights, motion 
How aaa ae Es TYPEWRITERS \pey PLAYERS picture cameras, radios, electric clocks. 


in this mink coat? 500 prizes...500 winners. 
MANY OTHERS! 





IT’S EASY! 


Just put the pieces of this picture together 
and name this well-known person! 


500 
prizes! 


DO IT TODAY! WIN A PRIZE! 


This is your last chance to be one of the 500 
big winners in EBONY’s Picturama Contest. 
You still have time. Put the picture together 
and tell us who it is. Fill out the coupon and 
mail it today to EBONY Prize Contest. We 
will rush you complete details and contest 
rules. You have as good a chance as any- 
body to win one of the $25,000 worth of big 
prizes. Every member of your family may 
enter. You can cut ovt as many coupons as 
you want from this issue of TAN Maga- 
zine. Enter today and get your share! 


Fill out and 


MAIL 
TODAY! 


EBONY Prize Contest 


~ BOX 6369  fi'tns tenecse poblicsing Compeny sat’ thot 
sete 77, CL. iy cus an Ma ay cae eee 
Please rush me all the details 
on how | can win a big PRIZE in your 


Picturama Contest. 


NAME 





ADDRESS 
sa ZONE STATE. 
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Jean had brought disgrace on us all with her baby born 


out of wedlock. But I wasn’t going to let her ruin my 


life, I didn’t care how much she had ever done for me 


1 YHE DOCTOR SAID that I should write it all down just as 
t came to me, and then we could go over it to see what 
happened and what caused me to want to take my own life. 
[| don’t know where to begin. Maybe it started when I was 
born. My father died three weeks before and I was born 
prematurely. My mother said I was a “change” baby any- 
how, and that my father’s sudden death just threw her into 
labor sooner than she was supposed to be. All her friends 
dated her white hair from my father’s death and my birth. 
She always looked like a real old lady. 

My only sister, Jean, was already thirteen years old and 
as | grew up it seemed like she was more my mother than 
my own mother was. She petted and babied me whenever I 
got into school fights, and helped me with my homework and 
did my hair by the stove on Saturday nights so that I would 
have curls for church on Sunday morning. 

Viama seemed to be in a dream world all the time. She 


smiled a lot, but she never laughed. She worked in a factory 
making bobby pins. We always had bobby pins in the house. 
Vy sister Jean would say: “Mercy, we could go into the hair- 
dressing business if it didn’t take anything more than bobby 
pins 

When the war came, Jean got a job in a defense plant. 
She was pretty smart so even though she hadn’t finished 
high school, it wasn’t long before she got to be an inspector. 
She measured small gauges and things like that. She was 


quite proud of her work and brought home a lot of books on 
measurements and testing. She was well thought of on her 
job, and even when the war was over she was given another 
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one. Not as much money because there wasn’t any overtime, 
but at least they kept her. You know, they always say Ne- 
groes are the last hired and the first fired. Not Jean. She 
stayed right on at Steward Gauge Casting when they went 
back to making household appliances. 

During this time, | was graduating from grammar school 
and high school and then it was time for me to go to college. 
Both Mama and Jean insisted that I go, although I wanted 
to get a job. Jean was beginning to look like Mama, sort of 
stooped and always smiling. I decided that the least I could 
do for them, since they had done so much for me, was to go 
to school and amount to something as Jean always said. | 
loved my sister so. She was so good and sweet. That is, she 
was until she met Leo. 

Leo was her inspector at the plant. He was one of the few 
colored fellows that they kept as a supervisor when the war 
ended. When Jean was transferred, she was put in his de- 
partment. 

Like I said before, she was a good worker and everyone 
liked her. I guess Leo was no exception. He was married 
and had been for years, but his wife always stayed down 
South with her folk and only came to see him around Christ- 
mastime. He brought Jean home from work one night when 
it was raining hard, and she asked him in for hot coffee. 
After that, he brought her home more and more, and then 
I noticed that she was standing up taller and seemed to be 
flushed. 

She and Mama got into an argument one night. I was half 
asleep, but they woke me up with their voices raised. Mama 








nity tenance Applied Ae * CPR 


My eyes were misty with tears as I cursed 
myself for believing that I could give my- 
self to a man without losing self-respect. 
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was saying: “I don’t care what she is, or _ that night at all. I listened and listened She was silent for a long moment, anf, 
where she is, she is his wife.” and finally fell asleep. That morning her | didn’t understand her. 


And then Jean screamed back: “It’s bed had not been slept in. I was afraid “TI have a baby boy, Marcy,” she saig home ' 
my life, and I’ve given the best part of it to look at Mama, but her mouth was finally. “I’m not married. Leo’s wif te 
to you. You lived once. You were a_ smiling and she didn’t have anything to wouldn’t give hima divorce. I had neve Tis 
woman. You knew what it was to be — say. I left for school, and then remem- loved a man before, and I guess | hag shakin 
held in a man’s arms. But you have for- _ bered that I was to take my tennis shoes _ given up all thoughts of ever being loved Whe 
gotten now, and you don’t feel that any- that day. I came back into the house and by a man. Then Leo came along. | don} the lett 
body else needs to know.” heard Mama on the phone. She was tell- blame him. I never have. He had don i 

| don’t know why, but I put my head ing the locksmith to change the locks on the best he could. He paid all of my ve i 
inder the pillow, and anything else that the front and side door. | slipped back expenses and we went to court the other od th 
was said was lost in the darkness. My out without getting my shoes. day so my little boy has a name and Ley You'll 
rain went around and I felt real dizzy, I went to school, but I couldn’t concen- _ has agreed to give me so much a month San 

ven though I was lying down. I was trate. I kept seeing Jean’s face and the _ for his support. He’s a nice fat little boy, ” 
eventeen, and | knew the facts of life. new way she looked since she had been and I never thought I would have a baby ib i 


lean had told me, because Mama didn’t going out with Leo. In the bottom place of my own. Do you know Marcy, | ay 
alk about things like that. But Jean her- in my heart, | was glad for her. But | thought I had a tumor until I was nearly 3 Thi 
self, was she involved in an affair with was scared, too. I had never seen Mama __five months gone. I thought I was chang. bed 
Leo? It had to be Leo. He was the only like this. She and Jean had always been __ ing life and too old to be a mother.” 


man she knew. so close. Jean had been a mother to both She had been talking quickly, racing an 
The next night, Jean didn’t come _ of us. on and on, and now she stopped sudden. ” 
home from work, and she didn’t call. ly, just as she had started, and realized Sh 
Viama and I washed the dishes and I i] DIDN’T SEE my sister again for over _ then that I hadn’t said anything. 
pt talking about school and the kids a year. I called the place where she My mind was whirling so I didn't “a 

that Mama knew. She wasn’t listening. worked, but found that she had left. | know what to say. I suddenly felt un ‘ 
could tell. She just kept looking at the tried to reach Leo, but I couldn’t. Mama __ clean, and I felt that Jean was unclean, si 
. *.¢ . > . > . . my ( 

ck and the front door, as if waiting didn’t mention Jean’to me, and I was | couldn’t explain it, but | wanted to go 

2 : : longs 
for Jean to put her key in the lock. afraid to say anything. home and leave her there on the street. ied 
Finally, at ten o’clock, she put on the Then one afternoon when | was com- She had asked how much I loved her. At in de 





night latch and turned out the light in 
the hall. I didn’t say anything, and when 
went into her room she closed the 

oor without saying goodnight to me. 
| listened and listened, and finally 
bout midnight I heard the porch stair 


If I had asked my sister’s advice, she might have 


warned me about Brad. But I didn’t want any 


reak, and Jean’s key in the lock. I ran 








Leifinet te eg tell ved itd des advice from her. After all, who was she to talk? 
out before she could turn the door. She 
ever knew that Mama had locked her tak 
ing out of school, I saw Jean, but she that moment I didn’t love her at all. live 
Then one night Jean brought Leo in was so thin I hardly knew her. | ran and Jean must have sensed my repulsion. tak 
house again. Since the night she kissed her and we just held on to each She started laughing, almost hysterical- a 
stayed out so late, he had not been in other there in the street. ly; louder and louder. Finally, she saw 
the house. This night, though, he came “She kept you in school! Oh, | was my frightened expression and turned and : 
r after supper and Jean had dressed _so worried about that,” Jean gasped. Her started away from me. I turned and = 
n her church dress. They were going breath seemed to come in little pants, went home. le 
isit some friends, he said, and play _ like a puppy. | started several times to tell Mama tt 
My mother only looked at him. I just cried. I couldn’t say anything, that I had seen Jean, but changed my It 
e didn’t say a word. my heart was aching so. I had missed mind each time. I tried to think. Jean 7 
lean was real embarrassed, and then — her so much. had sacrificed so much for me. Was | M 
Leo said to my mother: “Mrs. Ellis, I Finally, we started walking down the ungrateful? Was I uncharitable? Didn't | 
't want to make Jean suffer. I am street and she told me that she had her the Bible say, “let he who is without sin br 
rried, but I have asked my wife for own little apartment. She gave me the cast the first stone? Was I without sin? fi 
livorce. | love Jean, and she loves me. address and telephone number. | asked | was still a virgin. I didn’t like for boys th 
We're both human. It’s not right for us _ if she had been there long, and she said to touch me. They made me feel dirty 3 
t to share our love when we want to she hadn’t. Then she added: “Marcy, with all their pawing, but I had thought 
nuch.” you have always been my baby as much of sex and what it might be like. I had " 
Vly mother just kept rocking in her as Mama’s. Mama had you, but you were _ thought of it a lot since Jean left home J 
and didn’t say a word. really mine. I’ve always loved you like that night. ‘ 
Jean put on her coat and they turned I would have a baby of my own, but I didn’t say anything to Mama about I 


| went out. She didn’t come home now I wonder how much you love me.” —‘Jean for nearly a week. Then one eve- 
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ning she was reading a letter when | got 
home from school. It was in Jean’s 
writing and she was telling Mama what 
she had told me. Mama’s hands, holding 
the letter, looked paper-thin. They were 
shaking. 

When Mama saw me come in she put 
the letter on the table and said: “Marcy, 
we must find a larger place. Jean will 
need a room for her boy to grow up in 
and this neighborhood is run-down now. 
You'll be out of school in June and may- 
be you can get something for the sum- 
mer. Do you think you'll get a teaching 
job'in September? I hope so. We all 
need to pull together now.” 

This from my mother! It was she who 
had locked the door, she who had 
changed the locks. Was she forgiving 
Jean for committing adultery? 

“Mama!” I exclaimed. 

She must have read my mind. “Mar- 
cy,” she said, “Jean is my child. I forgot 
it for a long time as she took over my 
responsibility for you. But she is still 
my child, and I must not fail her any 
longer. I don’t have too much time left 
to make up to her for the wrong I did 
in depriving her of her youth. She could 
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have married young and had a home and 
ildren, but she was rearing my child 
me, and didn’t have the time.” 

Iran into my room and shut the door. 
didn’t know what to do. My whole 
. I had lost both of 


time. | 


yorld was shattered. 
mothers in such a short 
wasn’t prepared to be an aunt to an 


‘illegitimate baby, to help support it and 


take care of it. I had my own life to 
live. What was it Mama had said about 
taking Jean’s youth from her? Now she 
wanted to take mine. It wasn’t fair. 

But I went along. We found a large 
apartment overlooking the park and 
moved in. Mama and Jean and Leo and 
leach had a room of our own. Jean had 
named her baby Leo, after his father. 
I thought big Leo came to the house, but 
I never saw him. I just had the feeling. 
Mama and Jean never mentioned him. 

I called the baby “Baby.” I couldn’t 
bring myself to call him Leo, as Jean 
and Mama did. They had a carriage and 
they pushed him, one or the other, up 
and down the street in the park. 

Then Mama got sick. She had a stroke 
and was out of her mind and helpless. 
Jean was very patient with her and never 
complained about cleaning up after her. 
I would get sick to my stomach, but Jean 
would say: “Don’t worry, I just have 











two babies to care for now.” 

Then Mama died, and we buried her, 
and I felt that my heart was like a cold 
stone inside my chest. 

I hated Jean. I hated the baby Leo, 
and more and more he crawled to me. | 
wanted to get away from them both, but 
Mama had told me that Jean needed me. 
So I stayed on, but | didn’t like it and 
I didn’t hide my attitude. I became short- 
tempered and surly. If Jean so much as 
said “Good morning,” I snapped at her. 

Jean had hired a woman to take care 
of the baby during the day while she 
worked, but I made it my business to be 
too busy any evening to ask her if she 
me to sit with him while she 
She worked hard all 
evenings she washed and cooked 


wanted 
went to a movie. 
day, 
and cleaned the apartment. I paid her 
my share of the rent and no more. 

Meanwhile, I bought expensive clothes, 
books and records, while Jean’s winter 
coat was almost threadbare. My attitude 
was: she made her bed, let her lie in it. 

Then one day Jean knocked on my 
door. I opened it, but did not invite her 
in. 

“Marcy, | like 


move,” she said quietly. 


would for you to 
















































“Move?” I said with surprise. “I 
thought you needed me.” My voice was 
mocking. 

“I do need you, Marcy,” Jean an- 
swered, “but I don’t need the venom and 
hatred that is spreading through this 
house like an undergrowth. I don’t need 


that. I need your warmth and love your 
companionship and respect.” She stepped 
back from my doorway and turned. 

“T'll move” I snapped, and slammed 
the door. 

Well, now I was free. I could live my 
own life. I needn’t be apologizing to my 
friends about my sister and her illegiti- 
mate baby. 


OR A WHILE after I moved, I was 

happy. I thought. I spent time and 
money decorating. Jean gave me some 
of Mama’s things that I wanted, and I 
fixed my small apartment very nicely. 
For a few months, it was enough to come 
home and fix a quiet meal and listen to 
to my favorite records without a childish 
babble interrupting. I could even have 
friends in, but I had so few of those. 

After a while, I began to invent rea- 
sons for not coming directly home from 
school, and (Continued on Page 74) 
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Hadn’t I put a curse on everything I touched, destroyed 
verybody I loved? How then, in the name of heaven, could 


| hope to find happiness with the man I loved most of all? 


\ TERRIBLE THING to be alone in this world, without family or friends, 
r even a stray cat you can call your own. It’s ten times worse when you’re 
g and so in need of love and affection you ache all over. 

That’s the way it was with me that day I went to the Jewel Box Beauty Shoppe 
iswer to an ad in the weekly paper for an operator. Not that I expected to get 
»b: applying for it was just something I felt I ought to do. It wouldn’t be like 

walk into something good for a change. 

All my life ’'d had plenty of luck—all of it bad. In fact, one reason I was so 
rable was the positive feeling that my whole life was one big mistake. It would 
> been better if I'd never been born, I often thought. At least, then my mother 
t still be alive . . 

Hello,” a friendly voice greeted me. “I’m Margaret Mercer. Do you have an 
yintment?” 
slanced up from the magazine I was leafing through and saw a small, pleasant- 
| woman standing in the doorway leading to the booths in back of the shop. 
y this in the paper yesterday,” I said, showing her the ad I’d clipped. “I sup- 
the job is filled by now, but . . .” 
it’s still open,” she told me. She came over and sat next to me on the 
e and leather sofa. “Let me give you a bit of advice, Miss—?” 
name is Stella Rainey,” I told her. (Continued on Page 77) 














I felt safe and. secure with Eddie, as if 
nothing bad could touch me now. But | 
knew that I was only fooling myself. 




















Skeleton Tn 
My Family Closet 


I kept the door to my past tightly shut, and tried 


to blot out the memory of all that had happened. Now 


I was living a new life, hiding from everyone 


—most of all my husband—the terrible secret in my heart— 


1 ‘HE NOTE in Mama’s scrawling hand- 
riting read: “Dearest, darling Jen- 

ny: | have a surprise for you. Mother 
is coming to pay you a short visit. Folks 
round here have been telling me for 
ears how | ought to get away for a 

little change of scenery, and now I’ve 
decided to take the step. It won’t be any 
ise to you and Clyde, for I have 
saved up enough to pay my own fare 
and will contribute to the food bill while 
[ am there. How much I am looking 


expe | 


forward to meeting Clyde! He almost 
seems like someone I know from your 
descriptions and pictures you’ve sent me. 
| also felt like I just had to see my own 
dear grandsons before I die.” 

was standing in the doorway where 
the mailman had left me when he de- 
livered the letter. Somehow, for the past 
years | had known that this mo- 
ould come—a moment I dreaded 


eight 
ment w 
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more than anything I could think of: 
the moment when my mother decided to 
come on the scene of my happy mar- 
riage. 

By hook and by crook, with every 
possible excuse, I had kept my mother 
and my family on a long distance basis. 
Yet, I'd never been foolish enough to 
suppose I could keep on doing that for- 
ever. Some day, in spite of all my 
schemes, the skeleton would have to 
come rattling out of the family closet, 
and now that day was just around the 
corner. 

It wasn’t that I didn’t love Mama, or 
that I was a snob. It’s just that when 
you've made a successful marriage to a 
man who comes from a good family and 
you’ve got two wonderful sons and a 
really respectable standing in the com- 
munity, it’s kind of hard to have it sud- 
denly revealed that your own mother is 


—to put it bluntly—a drunkard. 

I had never seen the evidence with 
my own eyes, but I knew the score. 
There had been letters from relatives 
and friends at home to let me know 
what was happening. 

There was more to Mama’s letter, de- 
tails about when she would arrive. But 
I couldn’t concentrate on the rest. My 
mind was too plunged into despair as I 
moved back into the house to continue 
my cleaning. How could I get around 
this? What could I do to prevent Mama 
from visiting us? I had put her off 
again and again and made innumerable 
excuses about not being able to bring 
the family down to visit her during the 
vacation months. Just one more time, 
couldn’t I stall her? 

Before the thought had taken root in 
my mind, | dismissed it. Mama was a 
pretty sensitive woman, and I was al- 





Thnew, when I married Clyde, that he would 


* so eday find out about Mama. But | hid my- 
f in his arms, and closed my eyes to reality. 


r ie 


oa 









































nost positive that if | put her off once __ pital. tack. Now; their sun rose and set jy her for 


sre, she would never get in touch with Although the hospital records say she me. They tried their best to make np ust pra 
- again. Despite the apprehension I did, Mama never really recovered from _ forget the old life and build a new one 2 her ; 
it about her proposed visit, I couldn’t Papa’s death. She became a brooding It wasn’t hard to appreciate the ney} « gu 


ow that to happen. After all, she was woman, neglectful of her ties with life. Uncle Ted and Aunt Cosey, with “| kr 

mother. I couldn’t erase from my church and the community. A family no children of their own for so long ‘Now t 
nd completely the wholesome mem- council was held with some of our rela~ were in considerably better circum. slannin 
ies | had of her when I was small... ‘tives, and it was decided that Mama __ stances than my folks had been: Unek of high 
In our little West Virginia town, Ma- and one of us girls, Jean, should go to _Ted ran his own real estate business and Have y‘ 

and Papa were well-liked among _ live with an Aunt who lived in a nearby Aunt Cosey had a beauty shop. With t» do?” 
th colored and white people. Papa city. My oldest sister, Marva, was sent the money the two of them made, no. “_ 
id been working on the railroad ever to live with an uncle and aunt in Cin- body wanted for anything in the house, 
















ice he was grown, he said. He was cinnati, and I was dispatched to Chicago My sister Jean wrote me letters from og 
tall, straight, proud man with a malt 
idy smile on his nut-brown face, a owe te 
2con in the church and secretary of “No. 
Elks’ Lodge. Although he didn’t | meat 
any formal education to speak of, ting he 
was gifted with a fluent tongue and Ted a1 
mmand of beautiful language. When Bear 01 
was home between runs on the rail- ‘to helj 


folks loved to hear him deliver 
ks at church and to remind him that 
had missed his calling by not enter- 
xs the ministry. 

Viama, a short, pleasantly plump, 
t brown-skinned woman, was as 
id of Papa as if she had created 

In direct contrast to his readiness 
peech, she was a rather quiet, some- 
dignified woman, just as much 
| by everyone as Papa was because 
er generous heart and her willing- 
to accept other people’s burdens as 
personal responsibilities. 
was the youngest of three daughters 
outrageously spoiled by both my 
ents and my two older sisters. I guess 

id just inherited Papa’s personality. to be brought up by a brother and sis- _ time to time, telling me how Mama was) 
lama and Papa surrounded us with _ ter-in-law of my father. not getting any better and then, later on, 
uch love that we children were total- Money played no small part in the how she was starting to drink. | could 
inprepared for the disaster which decision. Somehow, there just wasn’t remember Mama and Papa both taking 
ed our world inside out one spar- enough insurance to take care of a wid- a drink now and then, especially when 

clear May morning. Dad had been ow and three girls all below working friends came to call, but neither of them 
ng into a neighboring town to or- age. I remember the young social work- ever drank very much. So Jean’s grow: 
ome new furniture for our living er who came to our house to help us _ ing accounts of Mama’s bouts with whis- 
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as a surprise to Mama, and we work things out. She looked so calm key were shocking to me. 
were bubbling over with excite- and efficient and sympathetic in a trim, Pretty soon, Marva wrote me too and | 
t about it. navy blue suit. I thought about Papa told me that she had been home to see fa 
never made it. A truck, highball- and how helpless we all were and Mama, and how bad off she was. I went | 
lown the highway and uncertainly thought how I would like to grow up to Aunt Cosey with my burden. ‘i 
ed by a sleepy driver struck the fam- to be like this woman. She advised “What’s happened to Mama, Aunt be 
rd. Papa was killed instantly. against the family breaking up, so | Cosey?” I sobbed. “Why would she do 
especially liked her because I didn’t — this?” t 
i f ORROR CAME TO LIVE at our want us parted either. But the aunts Gently she explained to me that Mama ‘a 
house from the minute ‘he police and uncles decided it was best the way was living in a terrible world of fantasy, 
d to tell us of the tragedy. Some- we did it. trying to escape from her grief and 
snapped inside Mama, who had Uncle Ted and Aunt Cosey became stumbling further down the road of al- ‘ 
| Papa to the point of worship. She _ the parents I had lost. They were marked _coholism by the day. ke 
arried out of the heuse, hysterical with the sorrow of having lost their only “All we can do is pray for her,” Aunt 


reaming, and taken te the hos- daughter by a ravaging pneumonia at- Cosey told me. “We must not condemn n 








1 set in her for what she is doing. We must 
1ake me 
ew One, 
the new 


just pray that God will bring her back 
to her senses.” 
“] guess you're right,” I said simply. 


Y> With “| know I am,” Aunt Cosey said. 
ys long, “Now the thing for you to do is begin 
eircum ning your own life. You'll be out 
+ Uncle of high school in another year, Jenny. 
ess and Have you thought about what you want 
With to do?” 

le, no. “JI guess I haven’t, not really,” I 
house, answered. “I guess I could get some 
s from 


kind of job and then I could support 
myself and you and Uncle Ted wouldn’t 

























have to—” 
“No, Jenny, that isn’t exactly what 
| meant,” Aunt Cosey interrupted, put- 
ting her arms around me. “Your Uncle 
Ted and I feel just as if you were really 
Pour own daughter now. We just want 
Yo help you make plans for your future.” 
| “Well,” I said, brushing away the 
tears, “—I guess maybe I’d like to do 
social work, helping people in trouble, 
like the woman who came to our house 
‘after Papa got killed.” 
» “That means you'll need to go to col- 
Mege,” Aunt Cosey said. 
“Yes,” I answered. “But I could work 
-time and help pay my own way, 
touldn’t 1?” I asked eagerly. 
| “Yes, I guess you could, if being 
Hindependent means so much to you,” 
Aunt Cosey laughed. “You could go to 
‘college right here in the city and work 


Did it all have to come out 





ting out the memory of another life as 
I went. My only communication with 
the old life was the letters to and from 
my sisters. I did not write Mama. | 
didn’t know what to say. 

My first days as a social worker did 
not pass easily. There was more to it, 
I soon learned, than looking cool and 
efficient in a navy blue suit. You had 
to come to grips with real problems of 
real people, and much of it was unpleas- 
ant. There were the dark, foul-smelling 
slums, like the one where I found ten 


There 


were the broken homes, like the neat, 


people living in three rooms. 


modest one kept by the divorced woman 
whose 14-year-old son wouldn’t mind 
her at all and had been in trouble with 
the law three times already. Then there 
was the rat-infested house inhabited by 
five kids and their mother—who hadn’t 
bothered to marry the father of any one 
of them! 

No, it wasn’t easy being a social work- 
er, especially when life away from the 
seamy work was as dull as mine. There 
was certainly more to life than what I 
was seeing, I decided. Something was 
missing. 

Clyde Peterson was what was missing. 
I realized it almost from the first night 
Uncle Ted brought him home to dinner. 

“Clyde’s one of the brightest young 
men to come along since I started the 
business,” Uncle Ted explained by way 


now? Did Clyde have to 


lind out what Mama was really like after all I had done to 


hide the ugly truth from him? It just didn’t seem right 





7 part-time in the beauty shop if you 
it wanted to.” 

“Could I, really, Aunt Cosey?” I 
‘ asked, happy at the thought of really 
e being able to learn something useful. 

“Sure,” she said. “I guess I could 
P teach you a thing a two, enough for 

you to become a licensed beautician.” 

J 


TH! NEXT FEW YEARS were busy 

ones, and they went swiftly for me. I 
learned the beautician’s trade and 
worked in Aunt Cosey’s shop, and made 
my way through college, gradually blot- 


of introduction. “He’s going to be my 
office manager.” 

I studied Clyde across the table. He 
was no matinee idol in the looks depart- 
ment, but he had a strong, pleasant face 
and a sort of rugged character written 
in the deep furrows that crinkled his 
startlingly bright eyes. The eyes looked 
right back at me, and although I knew 
that I was staring at him, I could not 
turn away. From that moment on, our 
communication was complete and un- 
mistakable. 

Clyde came to dinner often after that, 





mostly at my suggestion, and Aunt Cosey 
and Uncle Ted loved having him around. 
And, when we found the time from our 
jobs, we went out on dates to jazz con- 
certs, movies, auto shows, dances and 
sometimes just out driving. 

I remember once riding through skid 
row, seeing the alcohol-aged faces and 
ravaged figures of the men, the un- 
steady walk of the wasted women, and 
then turning to see the disgust in Clyde’s 
eyes. “Why do they do it?” he asked. 
“Why do they do it?” 

“Yes,” I said, turning my face from 
him so that he could not see the tears 
on my cheeks, “Why do they do it?” 

A year passed before I really knew 
I was in love with Clyde. His mother 
died in New York and Clyde went East 
for the funeral and to straighten out 
family matters. He was gone nearly a 
month, and all those days without see- 
ing Clyde’s face or hearing his voice, 
except for a couple of long distance 
calls, convinced me. When he returned, 
I met him at the station. He stepped 
off the train looking tired, his face now 
touched with a trace of sadness. I ran 
into his arms, kissing him before we 
had spoken, and we both knew then, 
without doubt, that it was love. 


HE WEDDING, as we planned it, 
“ was to be a small church affair. It 
was then that the problem of Mama 
arose again. Somehow, it didn’t seem 
right for me to get married without my 
mother being there. I took the problem 
to Aunt Cosey. 

“It’s—it’s been such a long time since 
I’ve seen her, Aunt Cosey,” I said hesi- 
tantly as we talked. 

Aunt Cosey heaved a great sigh, and 
I saw a shadow come across her face. 

“Jenny,” she said finally, reaching her 
hand for mine. “We’ve tried to keep this 
thing from you. But now I think you’re 
going to have to face the fact: your 
mother is an alcoholic. She won’t help 
herself and she won’t let anybody help 
her. Just last week I learned she got 
herself into a scrape with the police.” 

“Oh, no!” I gasped with horror. 

“Jenny,” Aunt Cosey said solemnly, 
“I think you would be better off if you 
didn’t invite your mother to your wed- 
ding.” 

“Aunt Cosey,” I cried, “I ought to go 
to her and see if there’s anything I can 
do.” 

“There’s noth- (Continued on Page 72) 


37 





Stranger In 





Til make this an evening you'll never ’ 
Jorget, darling, | promised silently. An ‘ 
evening you'll never want te forget. 








y House 






Even though he was my husband, how could he ever be anything but a stranger 


in the house after what I had done to him, my betrayal ever alive in the face of the 









“What’s anybody doing here, silly? Vacationing! He got into Chicago (Continued on Page 58) 





child we called his, while he knew all the time that it wasn’t so 


I HAD BEEN MARRIED FOR FOUR YEARS. For three of those years I had been working 
at it. The rest of the time was spent in trying to forget another man. To those who had 
watched us grow up as neighbors, it was no surprise when Frank Macy and I became 
Mr. and Mrs. shortly after he passed his bar exams. To the younger ones in our 
own set it was the surprise of the century, for just a couple of months before my 
marriage I had been openly waving a blazing torch for someone else. Only three 
people knew, as I said my wedding vows in a quiet ceremony at home, that 
I wasn’t in love with Frank. Two of those people were Marian and 
Bill Todd. The third was Frank. 
In short—I married Frank because | had to. 
What a difference four short years can make, | thought, as I stretched 
languidly on the canvas deck chair in front of our rented lakeside cottage. 
Frank was on his way up in a prominent law firm, and we were the doting 
parents of a beautiful baby girl. To the most discerning observer, 
Frank and Julie Macy were just about the happiest young couple 
in town. 
And so we are, | agreed, smiling at the thought. Even Bill and Marian would 
swear to it, and if anyone knew what the initial score was, they did. The Todds 
were our tried and true friends and, for the second year, we had left little Ann with 
mother and were spending our vacation with them at a Michigan resort. Bill and Marian 
had taken a room in the resort hotel, while Frank and I preferred the privacy of a cottage. 
“When I want a vacation, I want a vacation,” Marian had declared. “That means no bed- 
making, no breakfast making—no nothing!” 
I looked at my watch. It was after ten. Frank and Bill had left early to go fishing, and I 
wondered why Marian hadn’t come down to join me at the cottage. At that 
moment I saw her, racing along the beach, her brief yellow shorts 
and halter complementing her pecan-colored limbs. 
“Hey, where’s the fire?” I yelled, rising on one elbow. 
“In the hotel,” she panted, flopping on her fanny and flinching as the hot 
sand scorched her thighs. 
I knew she was kidding, but I couldn’t resist stealing a glance 
toward the hotel. 
“I mean human fire, honey,” she grinned. “You'll never guess who just signed 
the register.” 
“In that case you'd better tell me.” 
“Greg!” 
My heart almost leaped out of my chest. 
“Greg Johnson?” | asked, tremulously. 
“Big as life and twice as handsome.” 
“But—but what’s he doing here?” I stammered. “I thought he was in New York.” 
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You’ve met him at last! The Prince Charming you knew 


some day would come. But is he really the man of your 


dreams? This article will help you tell if he’s friend or foe 


The MAN NO GIRL 
SHOULD MARR 


66f Y IRL, ’ VE MET HIM, the man I knew was somewhere in this ol’ world for me. 
He’s really the most!” 

This burst of jubilation from an attractive Memphis girl is one most women yearn 
to echo. Women, whose all-inclusive interest in such subjects as: who'll be the next 
President; who’ll make the first trip to the moon; who Elvis Presley will marry; 
or who'll win the pennant, is overshadowed by one primary goal: to find a good 
man, marry him, and be happy. 

A letter to a newspaper from a young Philadelphia woman with brains and culture 
points up the fact that a wedding ring is the desire of most red-blooded women— 
whether they be from Hindu or Haiti. 

Writes this thirty-ish miss: “The mirror tells me I’m attractive. So I have a B.S. 
and A.M. and am studying for a doctorate. | cannot help it because I know what a 
potentiometer is for, or the ins and outs of endocrinology, like mythology, and am 
fond of opera. On the other hand, | like to relax with someone, to be silly, when 
I feel the need for such a mood. | simply want to be a wife and companion to a 
good man... .” 

A less-educated woman from Georgia put it this way: “A woman without a man 
is like a stalk of cotton without rain or sunlight. She soon just withers away and 
dies inside!” 

And so it goes. Still, in this admittedly rapid race to the altar, a woman’s haste 
might conceivably yield waste—if her choice is wrong. 

A girl can meet a man and suddenly find herself gone—orbiting—with coming 
back to earth the least of her plans. She might even be so blind, she falls in love 
with the one kind of guy no girl should consider marrying; the kind of guy with 
faults that could explode with the impact of all hell breaking loose, but whose ex- 
terior is so suave and compelling that a girl in love could easily overlook such 
“minor” defects. 

This knowledge led noted psychiatrist Dr. Louis E. Bisch to suggest that couples 
not marry when they are “madly in love,” explaining that they get along better if 
they wait until the heat of passion cools down, and calmly think things through. 

The guy who is a bad marriage risk will usually give himself away with some 
kind of “significant chronic behavior,” according to Dr. Eleanor Crissey of the 
Department of Psychiatry at Cornell Medical School. 

The danger signals a girl can overlook when in love would cause a marriage 
counselor to advise, “take a second, long, look.” The leap could be fatal. Like an 
entertainer once quipped, “He ain’t gonna’ change!” 

Being purposely “blind” to his small faults can lead you into a marriage doomed, 
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Is he a hot-rodder who ¢é 
like a horse and plays 


nova? Then sister, bewa 


from the start, to heartbreak. 

Luckily now, science has come up with 
a list of clues to watch out for that ca} ¥ 
give you a real glimpse at his character, § 
Scrutinize your man closely, but don’t 
so suspicious that you overlook the gog 
apple in the barrel, or so naive as 
choose the rotten one. If your man po 
sesses these seemingly minor faults, } 
ware, they are as harmless looking @f 
poison ivy, and ten times as dangerous, a 

The Highway Hotspur: If he laughs |” 
as he skirts through red lights, taking a 
corner on two wheels when you're just 
out for a leisurely Sunday afternoon 
drive, watch the fellow. Of course, he'll 
insist that it’s the pokey drivers who 
cause all the accidents, tell you he’s been 
wheeling since he was no bigger than” 
a muffler and knows all the hows and 
wherefores of an automobile. But, ae- 
cording to Dr. Crissey, this lawless lover | — 
is often hiding hostile, aggressive feel- 
ings. Irresponsible, he’s not likely to 
make a good father. You will probably 
notice (when you alight from Cloud 
No. 77) that he only breaks the law | 
when no authority is around, but }~ 
squawks louder than a starving parrot 
when he’s caught. Underneath it all, he 
is still a rebellious little boy whose irre- 
sponsibility can make a wife want to 
flee to the nearest bathroom with her 
straight razor in tow. 

The Glutton: If in addition to being a 
“Johnny Scofflaw,” he has a gargantuan 
appetite, score another BJG black mark. 
Most women think double-dessert Joes 
are manly, thrill when they gobble up 
foods they have paid for and sweated 
over a hot stove to prepare. Beware, 
however, the man who loves to stuff (and 
he doesn’t have to look like King Farouk, 
either) and dotes on snacks in between. 
Scientific clues indicate that a glutton 
is often vulgar and inconsiderate. And 
after he has said “I do.” in answer to 
the “love, honor and cherish” question, 
often says “I won’t” when it comes to 
personal cleanliness. Children get their 
kicks from eating; grown men should 
turn to less filling things. Temperament- 
ally, they are not able to give and take. 

Then, after (Continued on Page 71) 








COOL 
SUMMER 
EFRESHERS 


OT HUMID summer days call for 

cool, refreshing foods that soothe 
the parched throat and appease the ap- 
petite. Whether it’s a picnic in the wide 
open spaces or a patio or back porch 
party, it can be a real pleasure trip with 
a meal in the open air. Picnic meals 
can be planned for any time of the day, 
whether for breakfast, luncheon or sup- 
per time, there is a selection of food to 
fit any type of menu. A picnic break- 
fast could consist of cold melon, ham 
or bacon, country fried potatoes, and 
toasted rolls with cinnamon and sugar 
wrapped in tinfoil. No need to say that 


ee 
—— 


HOME SERVICE 
MAGAZINE 
Freda De Knight 
Home Service Director 


== 


ae 
——— 
— 
— 
== 
——— 
= 
—= 
a 
= 
== 
== 
————s 
= 
——=— 
———— 
= 
a 
= 
——— 


it is hard to keep melons and drinks cold 
these days, for with a wide assortment 
of wonderful thermos carriers and in- 
sulated plastic containers, ice can be car- 
ried and kept with the minimum effort. 

Melon weather can be picnic weather, 
and what a treat they are! Melon slices 
chilled and wrapped in foil for the picnic 
hamper, or if the meal is at home, peeled 
slices filled with berries or fruit ice, will 
help the menu to be something every 
member of the family will enjoy. 

Make your meals family affairs, and 
try to create special menus that are as 
tasty as they look. 
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Orange and Green Bean Salad 


a large platter with lettuce leaves. 

l three oranges, slice thin and arrange 

tractively on lettuce leaves. Cook whole 

ngless green beans in vinegar, sugar 

| spices. Drain and cool. Arrange on 

latter. Decorate with slivered salted al- 

nds, serve with sweet French dressing. 
Serve with hot or cold meats. 


TRULY & VEGETABLE 
APPETITE QUENCHERS 


Tomato and Carrot Round Salad 


slice and boil six carrots in one tablespoon sugar, one- 

cup vinegar, one teaspoon celery seed, one teaspoon 

1 a few cloves. When tender, drain and cool. Cut three 

m tomatoes in half and arrange on a bed of lettuce leaves. 

spiced carrots on top of tomatoes. Arrange on plate with 

mions, olives, and radish roses. Serve with a fluffy sour 
cream and mayonnaise dressing. 


AY 


UICK TREATS that look pretty and taste good are the 

answer to appetite-appeasers during the summer months, 
This is the time when garden-fresh, home-grown fruits and 
vegetables are plentiful, and it is advantageous for housewives) 
to use them because of the prices and nutritional values. Plan 
summer menus around fresh vegetables and serve delectable 
melons for dessert. Combine vegetables and fruits in colorful 
salads. There is a world of eating adventure ahead in the warm 


days to come. 


Crunch-Topped Potatoes 


Cook six long white potatoes in rapidly boiling salted water. When 

ready to prepare, peel thin layer of skin from potatoes and arrange 

in oven-proof casserole dish. Pour commercial sour cream over 

top of potatoes. Place in hot oven (400°) or under broiler for 15 

minutes. Sprinkie crisp broiled bacon pieces on ton and heat until 

bacon is well blended with potatoes and sour cream. Serve with 
hot or cold meats and a green vegetable. 
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and FUN CLOTHES 
































Slim pants are made of crease-resistant Indian Head print called 
“Violetta.” Ruffled blouse is solid color all-purpose cotton. Fabric 
is drip-dry with permanent finish. Advance Pattern No. 8324; 65¢. 


V ACATION TIME, whether it is on a trip or 

just resting at home, is the time to wear casual ' 
clothes that allow freedom. Cool and comfortable 
playsuits for the beach or in the backyard, or easy- 
to-wear cover-alls that can be made with a minimum 
of effort, are sure to make leisure time enjoyable. 
For the more sophisticated young lady who likes 
to be up-to-the-minute, there are the new cotton knit 
leotards that are made for comfort and come in gay 
colors. Vacation clothes have taken on all the new 
looks and styles, and run from the simple to the elab- 
orate. Materials are easy to wash and many are 
crease-resistant. Whether shopping or making these 
clothes, it will be a pleasure to wear them. Shown 
on these pages are items that will help you make 
holidays interesting. 





These gay, form-fitting knitted leotards by Capezio will 
serve many purposes during the summer. Available in 
retail stores in bright color combinations and styles. 


Easy-to-make playsuit of striped topsail cotton is set 
off by wide cummerbund, has a matching skirt. Can be 
worn four ways. Advance Pattern No. 8318; 50¢. 
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Her trouble is only half over. . . 











She has come back—recovered from a mental disorder. 


But will the community “take” her back? 


girl is no longer mentally sick. Her 
s is over; she is back. But now—ready 


take her place in the community —the 


tion is will there be a place for her? 


»b? A home? A chance to lead a normal, 
ul life again? 

Viany patients, discharged from mental 
pitals, break down again, because they 


find rejection, antagonism, and prejudice 
everywhere they turn. 

Mental health associations are working to 
overcome such prejudice. To provide a warm 
welcome —for all returned mental patients. 
But they cannot accomplish this without 
your help. Don’t fail them. Give to your 
local mental health association. 


Remember—with your help the mentally ill can come back! 
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Does Your Child 
Suffer From Hay 
Fever? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


VERY DAY about this time of year 

there are at least three or four 
youngsters in my waiting room equipped 
with inflamed and weepy eyes and itchy 
noses. They are suffering from spasms 
of sneezing and are immediately identi- 
fied as victims of hay fever. 

This is a condition, not purely nasal, 
in which a person shows excessive sensi- 
tivity to the pollen or germ cells of the 
male plants of certain flowers and trees, 
and especially to grasses. Hay fever is 
primarily a seasonal (summer or fall) 
disease which occurs most often in chil- 
dren and young adults. 

The early summer variety is usually 
brought about by an allergy to June 
grasses or a combination of other pol- 
lens. the children that seem 
to suffer most at this time of year (from 
the middle of August on) are allergic 
to ragweed pollens particularly. 


However, 


It is important for parents of young- 
sters who begin to display symptoms of 
hay fever to recognize that it is not “just 
One third of all aller- 
gies show up childhood before the 
age of 14. A child with any form of 
chronic allergy should be under the care 


a summer cold.” 


of a physician who, by means of tests, 
injections or other treatment can give 
the young patient some relief. A few 
years ago it was thought that a change 
of climate would give permanent relief 
to hay fever sufferers, but the present 
theory is that hay fever can be treated 
effectively wherever a person lives. 

The important thing to be done is to 
start a program of desensitization early 
enough to prevent the development of 
bronchial asthma which is often an out- 
growth of untreated hay fever. The old- 
time notion that hay fever is outgrown 
is debatable, however it can be con- 
trolled and much unpleasantness avoided 
with proper care and treatment. 
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AA VE THAT GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK 





8100: Darling. Old standb 
Feather curls all eround 
able. Ribbon part 

8101: Non-detectable, notura! 


ge Flip. Lotest creation 
Casual feather curls ond woves 
Ribbon port $24.95 
= Handmade, noturo! 

$29.95 $30.95 


port 
B12: “Brench drawn port. Most 8107: Super-Fine heir. Notural 
netural. . $100.00 port $55.00 


THE LENGTH, COLOR, STYLE YOU WANT 


EQN 


1035: Italian Sissily. Full = wig 
Short feather curls. Ribbo 
$29.50 


Feshicn- 

ort. $25.95 

4036: With non- detectable natural 
$34 


f037: Ventiloted wig. French 
port $100.00 


ALL-OVER WIGS 














8105: Feather. Full cop with 
short feather curls and bong 
Ribbon part $22.95 


1423: Sweetheert Poodic« 
Latest poodle style. No part 
Poodle curls brushed 
cosuelly. : 


1425: Poodle Cut. Your head 
short feather curls and woves is o crown of curl clusters 
Ribbon pert $25.95 brushed casually. Ribbon 
$24.95 part $25.95 
8106: Non-detectable notural 2011: Non-derectable, natural No. 1426: Notural port. Cannot 
port . $26.95 part $29.95 be detected $29.95 
1424: Same only mode of Mo. 1427: Handmode — hair by 
Super-Fine hair on Sure-Fis 2012: Super-Fine heir. Naturol hair. French drown 
. ++ + $55.00 port $55.00 pert 


2010: Elegence. Exciting 


8108: Super-Fine hair with 


netural part $53.00 foundation. $100.00 





INSTANT HAIR BEAUTY WITH HOWARD TRESSES 





207: Fashioned Hale. >nort feathered over and 
under effect with beng $9.95 
208: Seme, Extre heavy 


$10.95 


205: Feather Halo. Double row helo of ful 
feather curls. Noturc! beauty $8 
206: Extro heavy 






435: Halo Bangs. Short effect around sides 
and beck. Short beng 


No. 207 — $9.9 436: Some, Extra heavy 


CHIGNONS, PAGE BOYS 


571: Feather Curl. Short look for side or 
back. Smartly styled feather curls. 7°’ 


wide $3.95 
572: Some. Extro heavy and 12" 

wide $5.95 
660: Braid Chignon. Thick 3 stem braid set 
in a stylish bun. Easily restyled. 20°" 

“es 

666: Extra thick braid chignon 

715: Chignon. Made of finest imported hair 
on o plump wool roll $3.9 . $ 

714: Much heavier $ No. 
725: Much lorger and thicker . $5.50 


FOR GLAMOUR TOMORROW... MARK and MAIL COUPON 


810: Marvel Glamour. % cop foundation 

Lustrous feather curls. Covers head yet not 
a full wig. $12.95 
B11: Extra rich and heavy. $15.95 








, GLAMOURS, HALOS, PONY TAILS 








No. 715 — $3.9 


TODAY 











201: Feather Page Boy. Full feother curls 
Two rows of loveliness. Easily 
$5.75 


restyled 
202: Extro heavy. Life-L Long weove $7.95 


100: Pony Toil. Youthful ond fresh. Soft 


$3.95 
$5.75 


end curls for o most natural style 
101: Extra thick: extre 
loveliness. 





Soy 
No. 201 — $5.75 











You’re more than pleased ... or a ‘money back 



































@eeeeeeeeeoeeeeeeseseeeeeeoeeeeee eeeeeeeeeeees 

° howard tresses dept. TA-3 317 W. 125th St, N.Y. 27, N.Y. ° 

id Pleose rush me the newest Howard tresses | have PRINTED in the space below. It is understood that | must be fully ° 

es sotisfied in every way or | con exchange it, or get my MONEY BACK in FULL in 10 days. (For WIG SIZE send hat size.) @ 

e Check here for Matching COLOR Style No. Size Color Price ad 

@ (For light shades and mixed grays 24d $2.00 for Hair Pieces —_ — e 

% and$3.00 for wigs) e 

e © Jet Biack, © Of Black, D Bark Brown, s 

e CO Mixed Grays, © | enclose SAMPLE, match exactly! 

° FREE see Paint’ © 
! 

© CATALOG ADDRESS or R.F.D e 

@ 

° city a TT a - 

e CHECK HERE Order either easy way you choose. . . Check choice below. 

e 0) | will poy postmon on delivery FULL price pivs postage ond small hendling feed ° 

e | enclose full price of items ordered SAVING ALL POSTAGE FEES. > 
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STERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
up and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth .. . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 


The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 





Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 
Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 
tomorrow. 


Remember: Cancer 
canstrikeanyone.But AM fF RI CAN 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- 
lars. Send your gift to t AN OF R 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. S () C] ETY 






















N JERSEYVILLE, ILL., a drunken driving suspect was excused from a court ap- 
pearance after the sheriff explained to a judge that the unemployed defendant 
had no seat in his trousers. Commented the judge: “I knew conditions have been 


getting tough, but I never realized it was this bad.” 

nn x * 
In Atkins, Ark., a woman was admitted to a honey collector’s bee hives after she 
explained she needed “four stings on each knee and one on each arm” for her rheu- 
matism. 


* w * 


In Norfolk, Va., 


prison for defrauding the government of $4,457 in back income taxes after revenue 


56-year-old Clarence E. Stokes was sentenced to two years in 
agents learned that the persons he listed as dependents either never existed or had 
died as long as 20 years ago. 

7 - x 
In Jamaica, B.W.lI., 
veranda when suddenly a shaft of lightning streaked out of the skies, danced along 


45-year-old George Dowdie was smoking a pipe on his 


his shoulder, demolished his pipe, scorched the house wall, destroyed a radio and 
sent a three-by-four-foot wooden pillar flying past him and collapsing the porch. 
Dowdie was unscratched. 

* * ~ 
In Daytona Beach, Fla., John D. Bryant, 35, a Georgia prison escapee. was ar- 
rested and slapped back in prison as a result of a routine fingerprint check when 
he applied for a job as policeman. 


* ve * 


In Columbus, Miss., George Adams decided he had waited long enough, reluctant- 
ly filed suit for divorce against the wife he has not seen since she walked out on him 
40 years ago. 

* * * 
, George Francis laid plans to climax his 39-year friendship 
She 


In Kingston, Jamaica 
with Urselena Saunders by marrying her despite a 48-year gap in their ages. 
is 60, he is 108. 


* * * 


“One of 


them drinkers who could take it or leave it alone, only he never got around to leav- 
ing it alone. 


In Miami, Fla., a domestic worker described her estranged husband as: 


* & on 
In Memphis, Tenn., 19-year-old Carrie Gaston admitted forging two $500 checks 
to finance her upcoming marriage. 


a * * 
In Baltimore, Md., 23-year-old Josephine Ditmore was convicted of breaking into 


a restaurant and tailor shop, using eyebrow tweezers, a nail file and a lady’s razor 
as burglar tools. 












Reports REV.T. M. DIXON 
Exceptional Blair Dealer in Geor xia 
“I am a part-time Blair Dealer 

and have 175 satisfied customers. I 
have made $31.85 in a day and have 
been able to pay bills I owed.” 


FREE TRIAL 


PRODUCTS 
Bring You BIG Money! 


I'll send you this big 
Sales Kit filled with 
full-size famous Blair 
Quality Products(re- 
tail value $4.35) for 
FREE TRIAL, to 
prove you can make 
good money, spare 
time or full time. Show 
your friends, neighbors, every- 
one Blair Line of over 200 household products 
(Flavorings, Foods, Cosmetics). Every home 
needs, uses every day. No experience needed. 


SEND NO MONEY—Rush Coupon! 


Don’t send a penny! Just mail coupon and I'll 
rush full-size products for FREE TRIAL, 
big Catalog of 200 big-profit Blair Home 
Needs and complete Money- Making Plans. 
Send Coupon below TODAY 


BLAIR, Dept. vem, Lynchburg, Va. 






















BLAIR, Dept. 148M, toute, Va. 





















Please rush Full-Size Blair Quality Products for | 











| FREE TRIAL, plus Catalog and Money -Mak- | 

| ing Plans. | 

| NAME. | 

= ADDRESS. ss | 
STATE 











SUBSCRIBE TO 


TAN TODAY 
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Helpful 
Heart 
Facts 


1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 














ey 
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2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 
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3 Almost every 
heart condition 

can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 











or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 
don’t worry. See your 

doctor and be sure. 





FIGHT FEAR WITH FACTS 


Help 6 Help 
Your Your 


Heart Heart 


Fund — 
us 











Forsaking 


| gave them to me. She said they cost fifteen 

dollars, and her son—he’s the same size 
| as you—he only wore them once or twice.” 
| For the first time in ages I felt like 
| smacking Buddy’s face. “What’s the mat- 
| ter? If these shoes are good enough for a 
| rich boy they ought to suit you,” I said 
| angrily. 
| “Well, they’re not, Miss Smarty!” Bud- 
dy shot back. “Besides, I don’t want to 
wear any second-hand, charity shoes at my 
graduation.” 

“Too bad about you!” I snapped. 

“Children—children!” Mama_ scolded. 
Her voice softened as she said, “I’m sorry 
they’re not what you wanted, Buddy, but it 
was the best I could do.” 

Buddy’s quick smile flashed on. “Sure, 
Mom, and don’t think I don’t appreciate 





it. But—well, maybe I’d just better skip 


| the graduation. I can pick up my diploma 
| in the school office tomorrow.” 


“No!” Mama’s anguished gaze turned 
to me. “We can’t let him do that, Sarah.” 
Well, I held out as long as I could, but 


| in the end, I gave in. I gave Mama what 


| 
| 
| 


little money I had and she gave it to Buddy 


| to get his shoes. Seeing how proud and 


happy Mama was that night as we watched 
Buddy march up on the stage. and agree- 
ing with her that he was the best-looking 


| boy in the class, I found it easy to forget 
| the sacrifice Mama and I had made. 


Buddy was the type of fellow that wom- 


| en like to mother. He had a pleasant per- 


sonality and could keep you in stitches 
laughing at his foolishness. And if you 
sometimes got the feeling that he was 
taking advantage of you, a smile or a word 
of praise from him was enough to dispel 
those doubts. 


| M Y LAST YEAR in high school I’d had 


to work part-time, but Buddy didn’t 
have to hit a lick. Mama was determined 


| that he finish high school and go on to 
| college so she and I worked that much 


harder so that he could have time to study 
and take part in school activities. But the 
strain was too much for Mama. Her heart 
gave out and even her burning ambition 
to see Buddy a successful professional or 
business man was not enough to keep her 
here. 

But up to the very end, her thoughts 
and dreams were for Buddy and her dying 
wish was that I carry on for her. It was 
hard to keep that promise after Mama died. 
I didn’t have the money to spend on Buddy 
as she did; it was all I could do to main- 
tain a home for the two of us. 

Buddy wasn’t a serious student to be- 
gin with and it seemed he quickly lost 
interest in school after his second year. 
For a while I thought that what he needed 
was a man in the family, not only to help 


All Others 


(Continued from Page 21) 


take care of his many wants and needs, 
but to provide him with companionship and 
guidance. Everett James, who worked at 
the cleaning plant with me. was just the 
man. 

I liked Ev quite a lot and often wen 
out with him; not as often as either of ys 
wished, though, because Buddy took up so 
much of my time and energy. “You're 
spoiling that kid, Sarah.” Ev told me one 
day when I was telling him about Buddy's 
latest demand for more spending money, 

“Tm only doing what Mama would do 
for him,” I said defensively. 

“That’s the trouble,” he said. “I wish | 
had something to say about raising that 
boy.” 

“Why, Ev!” I said lightly. covering my 
sudden excitement. “That sounds like a 
proposal.” 

“Maybe it is.” He stopped his work and 
gave me a long, earnest look. “But I warn 
you, all tuat boy’s foolishness would have 
to stop. He’s eighteen and as big and 
strong as I am. I’d put him to work in a 
minute.” 

“But my promise to Mama,” I reminded 
him. “What about Buddy’s schooling?” 

“They've got night schools.” Ev said 
bluntly. 

Later, Ev told me he was serious about 
his casual proposal. but he was just as 
serious about the way he would handle 
Buddy. But I couldn’t bring myself to ae- 
cept his terms, even though I was lonely 
and longed for a home and family of my 
own. So Ev drifted out of my life. I didn’t 
even try to find another fellow to go out 
with. Buddy’s demands had become un- 
reasonable and he was getting harder and 
harder to manage. 

I reached the end of my rope when I 
found out that he had been cutting classes 
and was about to be thrown out of school. 
He finally dropped out and spent the days 
lying around the house and the nights 
roaming the streets. Then, as if in answer 
to my prayers, the army drafted him; at 
least he’d be less likely to get into trouble 
there. 


‘ITH BUDDY AWAY from home, the 

pattern of my life changed completely. 
I had more money to spend on myself, al- 
though I still sent Buddy five or ten dollars 
whenever he wrote for it. I bought myself 
some new clothes and began going to the 
beauty shop regularly. I had time now to 
make friends, visit with them and go out 
with them. And on one evening out I met 
Martin. 

It was love at first sight for both of us. 
and for the first time in my life I knew 
what it was to be on the receiving end and 
not giving all the time. Martin showered 
me with gifts during our courtship. After 
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yewere married, he made me quit my job 
gd then I really felt like a lady of leisure. 
Qn our honeymoon, we took a trip to 
thearmy camp where Buddy was stationed 
wd the two men in my life met and liked 
ach other right off. 

Buddy continued to ask me for money, 
hutsince I was no longer working, I’d pinch 
, few dollars off the household money 
Yartin gave me and send it to my brother. 
{know now I should have told Martin 
about it, but I told myself then that there 
yas no point in mentioning such small 
wms to him. Besides, I was sure that as 
\ind and generous as Martin was with me, 
he would feel the same way about my 
brother. 

But then Buddy came home and my 
problems started in earnest. First of all, 
he brought a wife home with him. Freda 
was a nice kid, but too lazy and scatter- 
brained to be of any help around the house. 
She was very pretty and much like Buddy, 
alot of fun to have around. They lived 
with us because they hadn’t been able to 
fnd an apartment. 

Martin did not object to helping them 
out by letting them stay, but as time went 
on and Buddy found neither a job nor an 
apartment, I became worried for fear Mar- 
tin would suggest they leave. Then too; 
there were certain personal expenses that 
both Freda and Buddy had that couldn’t 
he covered by the little I was able to 
srounge for them. 

“What do you want me to do, Sis?” 
Buddy complained one day when I brought 
up the subject. “The apartments we’ve 
looked at were just dumps. You wouldn’t 
want a dog to live there.” 

Freda looked up from the magazine she 
was reading and nodded in agreement. She 
hadn’t been able to catch on to the things 
I tried to teach her so I was doing the 
family ironing. 

“As far as a job is concerned, times are 
tough,” Buddy went on. “I’m not going 
towork for peanuts, you know. So I’m still 
looking around.” 

Itried to suggest places where he might 
get hired, but he had his own ideas about 
the kind of work and salary he wanted. 
Qne day Martin came home and found me 
ironing some of Freda’s clothes. “That’s 
carrying things a little too far, isn’t it, 
Sarah?” he asked. “After all, she’s a 
grown woman. I think she ought to do her 
share around here.” 

l agreed to speak to Freda about it, but 
I found it simpler to go ahead and do 
things myself. I just made sure that all the 
housework was done before Martin came 
home. The double work and the worry 
about Buddy’s inability to find work so 
exhausted me physically and mentally, that 
at night I crawled into bed too tired to re- 
spond to Martin’s caresses. 


LOOKING BACK, it seems impossible 
that the situation continued as long as 
I did. I knew that Buddy was spoiled and 
inclined to take the easiest way out and 








that Freda was plain lazy, yet I let them 
take advantage of me. I wanted to avoid 
trouble and I was sure it would come if I 
let Martin handle the problem. 

Whenever it seemed that I couldn’t go 
on, I’d remember the promise I made to 
Mama and tell myself that what I was 
doing was only right. I guess things would 
have gone on indefinitely if my eyes hadn’t 
been opened by an incident so small that I 
might easily have overlooked it if it hadn’t 
involved Martin. 

I had persuaded Martin to let me go 
back to my old job on a part-time basis. I 
didn’t say it in so many words, but I let 
him think that Freda had finally taken over 
the household chores and that Buddy was 
on the verge of getting a job. Actually, 
Freda was still as helpless as a baby 
around the house and Buddy suddenly had 
the idea that if he finished school he could 
find a suitable job. 

As usual. he had no money. So I offered 
to pay for his nighttime courses at a trade 
school, unaware. of course, that he would 
be drawing GI Bill money too. I wasn’t 
even sure whether it was radio and tele- 
vision or auto mechanics he planned to 
study. I was so happy he had finally made 
up his mind to do something that I gave 
him the first installment of fifty dollars on 
his tuition. 

Things really became hectic after that. I 
ran myself ragged trying to work and keep 
things going at home at the same time. 
I’d get up in the morning and fix break- 
fast, then leave for work. I'd hurry home 
in the afternoon and start dinner and do 
my other housework, finishing just before 
Martin arrived. By bedtime I’d be dead 
tired. 

But I wouldn’t go to sleep until Buddy 
came home and reported on his progress 
at the school. He was doing great, to hear 
him tell it. yet he never seemed to have any 
homework to do. He and Freda would go 
to the movies or a ball game during the 
afternoon and Buddy would be away all 
evening. 

Martin noticed how tired and run-down 
I was getting and begged me to forget 
about my job. But I was in too deep to 
quit then. Buddy’s expenses at school 
seemed to week, to 
make matters even worse. Freda was preg- 
nant. Meanwhile. I was no longer a real 
wife to Martin. The few times I forced 
myself to accept his lovemaking, we both 
ended up disappointed and depressed. Fi- 
nally, Martin no longer made any effort 


increase every and 


to approach me. 

Then, one night after Martin failed to 
come home for dinner. Buddy rushed in 
bursting with news. “Get set for a shock, 
Sis,” he said. “I just saw Martin and he 
was higher than a Georgia pine!” 

I left the dinner dishes in the sink and 
turned to him. “You saw Martin? Where? 
Did he say when he’d be home?” 

Buddy laughed. “I didn’t speak to him. 
I didn’t want to interrupt. You see, he had 
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ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 
—or send in the following coupon: 


TAN MAGAZINE 

HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 





























ENCLOSED 1S.............. CENTS 
PLEASE SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATED: 
6324 aie 
SIZE an SIZE ee SIZE as 
SIZE — SIZE ‘pone 




















NAME (Please Print) 





STREET 





CITY ~ ZONE STATE 


From One 
Woman To 
Another... 





You can't beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 


signed just for you. 


And it’s here every month in TAN. 
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NEW FEATHERLIGHT 
4-in-1 FLEX-O-LETTE 


Slenderizes for Pencil-Slim Fashions! 
@ CONTOUR BRA with 


exclusive magic moulding, 
push-up design and foam 
rubber cups that gently 
cuddle your bustline to 
new heights of youthful 
allure. 









eWAIST- 
CINCHER— 
slims and trims 
inches off your 
middle... ban- 
ishes ugly bulges. 


eGIRDLE— 
that gives you 
the slender fig- 
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company. Man, was she stacked!” He gave 
Freda a broad wink. 

Freda’s ears perked up at that. “You 
mean goody-goody Martin has turned play- 
boy?” she squealed. 

I sank slowly into a chair. “Martin with 
another woman? I don’t believe it.” 

“Tt’s true, all right.” Buddy told me. “He 
was at the Mambo Inn and I sat there at 
the bar and watched him for over an hour. 
He was drinking with this girl, Lila—one 
of the swinging chicks that hang out there. 
Martin didn’t see me, but I sure saw him 
when he and Lila left together.” 

The first sharp pain caused by Buddy’s 
words gave way to a dull ache deep inside 
me. For in my heart I knew I could not 
deny the truth of what he said. I could 
not even feel the perfectly natural anger at 
a cheating husband or hatred for the wom- 
an he had picked up. I was just too tired 
and too unhappy. 

Thad no illusion about where Martin and 
the woman were going: it was almost mid- 
night and Martin was not home yet. But 
was Martin entirely to blame. I wondered 
as a feeling of guilt stabbed through me. 
Wasn’t he just looking for what I had been 
denying him all these months? 


UDDY WAS chattering away. giving 
Freda all the details, when I heard 

myself ask, “What was that you said, Bud- 
dy?” 

He turned to me. “What 
About this chick. Lila?” 

“No.” I rubbed my throbbing temples 
with the tips of my fingers. “No. what you 
said about watching Martin.” 

“Oh. veah. He was really giving her an 
earful.” 

“You said you sat at the bar watching 
for an hour,” I said slowly. 

“Sure. I was having some drinks and—” 
Buddy stopped and shifted his feet uncom- 


was _ that? 


fortably. “What I mean is—” 

“You were supposed to be in school,” I 
said. comprehension slowly coming over 
me. 


“Look. can’t a guy have a drink now and 
then?” 

“And you said the girl Martin was with 
hangs out at the bar—and so do you. Bud- 





dy!” My voice rose hysterically. “fy 
working every day to pay for school an 
you sit up in bars! Why, I don’t even kno, 
if you go to school. Remember 7 you 
ditched classes in high school?” I shoo} 
my head incredulously. “You’ve been Play. 
ing me for a sucker all your life! Ay 
you've been living off Martin ever sing 
you got out of the Army. Now you com 
here with some nasty tale about him anj 
another woman!” 

“But, Sis—” 

“T don’t care if it’s true or not.” I cut jy 
“It would serve me right if he did go oy 
with another woman. I haven’t been a wif 
to him. I’ve been too busy being a nurs. 
maid to you and your lazy wife!” 

By this time I no longer knew—or cared 
—what I was saying. I never dreamed | 
had so much hurt and resentment bottle 
up inside me, but it all came out in a tor. 
rent of angry words. At first Buddy an 
Freda tried to stop me, then they became 
indignant and highly insulted. 

I was shouting so hysterically that the 
next door neighbors came in, thinking ther 
was a fight. “My sister’s a little upset, 
Buddy explained. then to me. “But don’ 
worry. We know when we’re not welcome 
Freda and I will leave as soon as—” 

“Right now!” I screamed. “Both of you 
get out before I throw you out!” 

“Maybe you'd better go,” Mr. Smith ai. 
vised, while Mrs. Smith tried to calm me; 

T don’t know when Buddy and Freda lefi. 
but finally the Smiths went out and left m 
alone. Sitting there in the darkness i 
seemed that a great weight had been lifted 
off my shoulders. Inside, I was empty. 
drained of all emotion. But I no longer fel 
tired or beat down. I knew I loved my hus 
band and that love was stronger than ever 
because now there was no one to stand be. 
tween us. 

It was long after midnight but I sat up 
waiting for Martin, confident that he would 
soon return. And during my long. lonely 
vigil I realized with growing understand: 
ing that in a marriage loyalties can not be 
divided, that true love between husband 
and wife can exist only when each belong: 
completely to the other. Anything less is 
the worst kind of infidelity. THE END 





Hollywood 


(Continued 


long term recording contract with ABC 
Paramount. and has been signed to the 
starring role for the film version of Louis 
Peterson’s “Take a Giant Step.” 


Kim Karter, the pretty Chicago 
schoolmarm who gave up her reading. 
writing and ’rithmetic chores to turn night 
club singer, is back teaching school again. 


Sammy Davis Jr., who is quite a 
gun collector and who has been practicing 
for some time now to earn the title of 


To Harlem 


from Page 15) 


“fastest gun in Hollywood,” now include: 
an impersonation of John Wayne in his 
act—blazing two guns and all. Sammy 
missed his draw recently and popped him- 
self in the leg. Nothing serious, the gum 
are loaded with blanks. 

Sign that Johnny Mathis is here 
to stay. Johnny started warbling at a Sat 
Francisco night club called The Black 
Hawk. The owner became his managet. 
Now manager has sold the club to concer 
trate on Johnny, a full-time. full-paying job 
these days. 
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Don’t Waste Your Tears 


(Continued from Page 14) 


who swears he saw the accident.” 

“Then he’s a liar!” I shouted. “Dad 
wouldn’t run down somebody and not stop. 
And what would he be doing mixed up 
in a holdup?” 

The lawyer just shrugged and started 
talking about money to Mom. I heard 
them say that everything of Dad’s at the 
garage would have to be sold to take care 
of expenses. That’s when I went down 
and took Dad’s tools away and hid them 
in the basement. At least he’d have those 
when he came out, and in the meantime, 
[ could use them. 

When I got back home, Mom was in the 
kitchen washing dishes. “You act like 
you're glad he’s in jail,” I said accusingly. 

Mom let the water run over her hands, 
then dried them with her apron. “TI just 
don’t care any more,” she said slowly. “I 
—just—don’t—care. I begged him to do 
right, but he wouldn’t listen. He’s going 
to pay for all his sins.” 

More church talk! 1 thought disgusted- 
ly. Mom was already convinced of his 
guilt, but when I saw Dad I was positive 
he would tell me the truth. The lawyer 
got me-into the jail to see my father. And 
while I felt bad seeing him behind bars, 
Ididn’t let on. [ managed a grin and said, 
“How’s it going, Dad?” 

He had a smile for me and I felt better 
right off. “I feel a little cramped in this 
dump, but otherwise I’m doing great. 
Chuck.” he said. 

“Dad. what they said—you didn’t do it. 
did you?” I asked, looking him straight 
in the eyes. 

He didn’t even blink. “ ’Course not, 
kid! I wasn’t within a mile of that holdup 
or that old lady either, But you know how 
cops are. They’ve got to hang it on some- 
body.” 

“I believe you, Dad 
so tight it ached. 

Later, when I told Mom that Dad swore 
he was innocent, she laughed bitterly. 
“Your father can charm you into thinking 
anything.” she said, slapping the ham- 
burger into the pan. “He’s got you think- 
ing his word is gospel, just like always.” 
For a moment, the only sound in the kitch- 
en was that of the meat sputtering on the 
stove. 

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I was 
burned up. “You don’t care what happens 
tohim! You think he did it, don’t you?” 

She turned, her eyes tired in her thin 
face. “It doesn’t matter what I think, 
Chuck. Your father will get a fair trial 
and if he’s innocent he'll go free.” Her 
eyes seemed to fill up, like she was going 
tocry. “As far as I’m concerned, I'll do 
what I can to help him this time, but 
after that I’m through!” 

I stared at her. “You mean you're not 
going to stick by him?” 

Her eyes flashed. “I put up with a lot 


> T said, my throat 
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from Charlie King, stuck with him through 

thick and thin. But I just can’t take any 
199 

more. 

Then she dished up the hamburgers. 
Let’s try not to think about it, son. Come 
on, eat your supper.” 

The funny part of it was, I was starved. 
Mom kept piling food on my plate, but I 
noticed she didn’t eat much herself. Her 
ingry words kept running through my 
nind. What did she mean? Had Dad been 
in trouble like this before? 

| glanced up from my plate and saw her 
watching me, a smile on her lips. “It’s 
rood to see you eat, son,” she said. 

“I’ve got to take care of myself so I 
in help him,” I flashed back. 

“T know, Chuck. I know how you feel 
ibout him.” She sighed. “But we'll make 
ut somehow.” 

Everything in me stiffened. “And when 
he beats this rap, I'll stick by him. Get 
that!” 


[HE BUSINESS of Dad’s trial was 

torture for me. Hearing all those wit- 
nesses say awful things about him and not 
being able to set them straight made me 
boiling mad. But the worst was Tod Wil- 
kins. He was a deacon in one of the big- 
zest churches and he got up on the stand 
ind swore he saw Dad driving the car 
that ran down the old lady. 

They traced the car through the license 
plates and it was one I remember Dad 

1 worked on in the garage..I was sure 

t belonged to either Dave McCord or Ike 
Ellis, but neither one came forward to ad- 
mit it. I believed Dad when he testified 
that someone must have stolen the car and 
ised it in the holdup. But the jury didn’t. 
They found him guilty and he was sen- 
enced to 20 years for manslaughter. 

Every time I recalled the stunned look 

his face when the verdict was read, 
tears came to my eyes. But like I told 
\Miom, I didn’t want any tears wasted on 
ne—not even my own. I had a job to 
lo and it wasn’t a job for a cry-baby. 

Without Dad around, I felt like leaving 

ome; leaving town, in fact. But I was 
smart enough to know that if I wanted to 
prove Dad’s innocence and get revenge on 
fod Wilkins I’d have to stay. Going to 
school every day was the hardest thing 
the world for me after Dad went to 
prison, but I wanted to learn all I could 
ibout mechanics. So I stuck it out. 

Now, as I sat in the empty garage, I 
wondered if I would ever accomplish what 
[ set out to do. I was sure that if I could 
find McCord or Ellis I could somehow 
prove Dad’s innocence, but they apparent- 
ly vanished. And Mom had warned me 
near Tod Wilkins. I finally 
decided that whatever my revenge, it would 
have to be something smarter and painful 
to him than a beating. 

All I could do was wait. And I suddenly 

ot the idea that I could use Dad’s tools 


not to go 


f 


to fix up the old Ford he’d given me. 
Fortunately, it took weeks to get it into 
<4 


shape and that kept me occupied. It was 
about a month after I got the old jalopy 
running that I found a way to get even 
with Tod Wilkins—a way that would hurt 
him almost as much as what he’d done to 
Dad had hurt me. 

It was a hot summer day and there 
wasn’t a breath of air stirring as I wheeled 
my souped-up V-8 along Mill Creek Road. 
Cy Harris had given me a job working at 
his gas station for the summer. I was 
grateful for the way he put it to me one 
day just before school let out. “I’ve got a 
proposition for you, Chuck,” he’d said. 
chewing on the cigar stub that seemed to 
grow between his teeth. “I need some help 
and I’m offering you a job.” 

I turned away quickly. “Thanks just 
the same, but—” 

“Look, kid,” he said gruffly, “I don’t 
believe in charity. If you think ’m doing 
this because I feel sorry for you and your 
Ma, forget it.. Your old man was a good 
mechanic and he’s paying for whatever 
mistake he made.” 

“Thanks, Mr. Harris,” I said, shaking 
his hand. “I need that job, but let’s get 
one thing straight—my Dad didn’t do any- 
thing wrong. He was framed!” 

Cy Harris looked at me gravely for a 
moment, then said, “Okay by me, Chuck. 
A man has a right to his own opinion.” 


O I WENT TO WORK for Cy, pumping 

gas, greasing cars and running errands 
like the day I was batting it along Mill 
Creek Road. Rounding a curve, I saw an 
old jalopy in the middle of the road. I 
blew the horn, but the old crate didn’t 
move. Cursing, I jammed on the brakes 
and swung the wheel, skidding to a stop 
alongside the other car. 

I stuck my head out the window and 
yelled, “Why don’t you get that junk heap 
out of the way?” 

Then I saw her behind the wheel, tears 
of anger and frustration streaming down 
her pretty face. “You don’t have to swear 
at me!” she snapped. “I’m doing the best 
I can.” 

It was such a ridiculous sight—a pretty 
girl about seventeen years old in a bright 
yellow sweater that did wonders for a won- 
derful figure, sitting at the wheel of an 
ancient sedan that must have been built 
back when the only fish-tails were in an 
aquarium. But the angry glare in the 
girl’s big brown eyes warned me I'd better 
not laugh. 

So I said, “I’m sorry. Having trouble?” 

“Well, I’m not sitting here waiting for 
a streetcar,” she said, still touchy. 

I climbed out of my car. “Maybe I can 
help. I’m a mechanic,” I said importantly. 

That smoothed out her feelings and she 
flashed a smile as I lifted up the hood. The 
engine was steaming hot. I looked at the 
temperature gauge on the dash; it was 
way past the boiling point. I told her 
there was no way to get the crate going 
until it cooled off. 

“But I’ve just got to get back to town,” 
she wailed. “My uncle will send out a 





searching party for me if I’m late Setting 
home.” 

I offered to tow her into town and, 
short time later was pulling the stall 
car with the girl at the wheel. I kept loo. 
ing back at her in my rear view mirro, 
wondering why I’d never seen her arounj 
town. She told me her name was Mint 
Rhodes, and I was sure I would have rp. 
membered seeing her before. 

When we got to Cy Harris’ gas station, 
she hopped out and said, “Thanks so much 
for the lift. Pll tell my uncle where th 
car is and he can pick it up later.” 

I was sorry to see her rush off and | 
said, “That uncle of yours must be pretty 
strict.” 

“Strict is not the word!” she said, with 
a little pout. “But he’s a dear. And 
are you for being so nice! Goodbye!” 

She was gone before I could find oy 
any more about her. Cy Harris filled m 
in, though, and I was almost sorry I 
met her. Cy walked up, munching his ¢. 
gar, and said, “Glad to see you’re not stil] 
bugged by that business about your father, 
Chuck. I figured you’d get over it in time.” 

“T don’t dig,” I said. 

He shifted his cigar. “Well, you’ve been 
going around with a chip on your shoulder 
like you were mad at the whole world. 
It was good seeing you act human and 
smile at a girl—especially her.” 

I shook my head. “I still don’t get it.” 

“Well, you knew she’s Tod Wilkins 
niece, didn’t you?” 

My jaw dropped, then clamped shut. 
That girl related to Tod Wilkins? It didn't 
seem right even mentioning her in the 
same breath with the liar who sent my 
father to jail. 

“Why, sure,” Cy went on, “Tod’s not 
married and the girl has no parents, so 
he’s putting her through school. Guards 
her closer than a mother and father com- 
bined. She’s his heart.” 

Well, that’s that, I told myself. If I had 
any ideas about getting to know Minta 
Rhodes, they vanished with the shocking 
news Cy gave me that day. I went to work 
on the old car I’d towed in, scowling and 
cursing under my breath. Sure, she was 
pretty and that smile of hers did some. 
thing to me way down inside me, but | 
would hate her just like I hated her un- 
cle. To hell with both of them! 

But it was Minta, not Tod Wilkins, who 
came to pick up the car that evening. And 
try as I could, I just wasn’t able to hate 
her like I should have. Maybe it was be- 
cause of the cute way she had of smiling 
up at you, her eyes all big and shiny, and 
making you feel like the tallest, handsom- 
est, luckiest guy in the world. 

Anyway, after kidding around with her. 
it seemed only natural to make a date 
with her. I still hated Tod Wilkins worse 
than the Lord hates sin, I told myself a 
I watched Minta drive off, but if I could 
have a little fun with his niece—so much 
the better! 
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ATURDAY NIGHT Mom noticed me 
Tiising slicked up to go out with Minta. 
fm glad to see you going out, Chuck,” 
de said. “That’s what young people are 
supposed to do, not sit around brooding. 
she stuck her hand in her apron pocket 
yhere she’d put the money I'd given her 
fom my salary, “Will you need some ex- 
ta money for your date tonight?” she 
asked me. 

“Naw,” I answered, shaking my head. “I 
can't go in for expensive dates. I’ve got 
things to do with my money.” 

A worried look came over her face. 
“You're still thinking about—about him, 
went you? I hoped and prayed that—” 

“Can it, Mom!” I said coldly. “Dad is 
ql 1 think about. Him, and getting even 
with—” 

I broke off as a sudden thought flashed 
across my mind. It was such a bold, ex- 
citing idea that I could hardly wait to see 
Minta and find out whether it would work. 
It all depended on how we hit it off to- 
gether. 

Half an hour with Minta and I knew 
[didn’t have any worries about carrying 
out my scheme. We went to a movie and 
wed hardly taken our seats before she 
gave herself away—she was a pushover! 
We started out holding hands, but by the 
time the picture was over, she was prac- 
tically in my lap. When we got out to 
the lobby, she was all breathless and star- 
ryeyed, holding onto my arm like she'd 
never let go. 

When I suggested going for a ride, she 
said her uncle expected her to come 
straight home. “He still treats me as if I 
were a little girl,” she explained. “What 
can I do? He’s so nice to me otherwise. 
But if anything happened to me, I guess 
Uncle Tod would die.” 

So I drove her home, stopping a block 
from the house so we could kiss goodnight. 
She knew how to kiss, all right, even 
though she attended a girls’ boarding 
school and her uncle watched her like a 
hawk. Maybe she went for me so big 
because she wasn’t around boys much; or 
maybe she really liked me. In either case, 
it didn’t matter. I’d found a perfect way 
to hit Tod Wilkins where he lived—and 
have some fun at the same time. 

The next Saturday night, we didn’t go 
to the movies. Instead, I drove out into the 
country and turned off on a deserted road. 
I parked and switched off the lights. With- 
out a word, I pulled Minta over to me. 
Her mouth was eager under mine, as I 
kissed her. 

A pushover, I thought, as she leaned 
against me, trailing her fingers along the 
back of my neck. 

“Chuck, you drive me crazy,” she whis- 
pered. Her mouth was so close our breaths 
mingled. “I felt this way the first time I 
saw you. I just wanted to get close to 
you—to touch you. I even dream about 
you at night.” 

I laughed shakily. “Hey, take it easy! 





uch 


That’s supposed to be my line.” 


“I don’t care.” she said. “It’s true. 





HE: “You have the loveliest hair.’ SHE: “I use L 
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Stop wishing for Long-Looking Hair! 


USE LONG-AID—the most glamorous hair dressing 
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LONG-AID WHITE PRESS- LONG-AID BLEACH AND LONG-AID HOT OIL 
ING COMPOUND—rich in GLOW—wakes up dark, TREATMENT — feeds dry, 


lanolin and olive oil! 
Protects hair from dry- 
ness, burning. Preserves 
press longer! Contains no 
stiff oils. ONLY 60c plus 


dull complexion! Conceals 
ugly blotches, blemishes 
while it bleaches. Guar- 
antees lovelier, lighter 
skin. ONLY 75c plus tax. 


oil-starved scalp and hair 
with nature-rich lanolin. 
Helps restore life, nat- 
ural beauty. Use hot or 
cold. ONLY 60c plus tax. 
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fhat’s the way I feel about you.” 

“So do I, baby!” I kissed her hard. She 
was soft and quivering under my hands. 
Suddenly. she shrank back. “Chuck—I’m 
ifraid.” she said in a trembly voice. 

I knew that if I went too fast she might 
cet suspicious, so I cooled it. I could wait, 
| told myself. There’d be other times. 


ND THERE were, too. Each time I 

saw Minta, held her in my arms, it 
was harder to work up a good hate. And 
it was harder still to take the final step 
that would complete my revenge on Tod 
Wilkins. It wasn’t that Minta was holding 
back. She’d be so weak and emotionally 
worked up after one of our petting sessions 
that I could have done anything I wanted. 
Yet, something kept me from giving her 
that one last kiss that would make her 
melt in my arms. 

Afterwards, I think of what I should 
ave done and felt like kicking myself. 
| got so mixed up about it that I forgot 
ibout hating Tod Wilkins so much and 
| forgot to be mad at Mom for not feeling 
bad about Dad. 

But there’s a limit to self control—if 
that was what kept me from going all the 
with Minta. It was near the end of 

ummer and almost time for her to go 
back to school. Of course, by now, Tod 
Wilkins knew I was dating his niece, but 
for some reason the old geezer didn’t put 
ip a beef. 

He didn’t know I was taking Minta out 
to Lovers’ Lane and I always made sure 
to act a gentleman when I was around 
him and I never failed to get Minta home 
He treated me decent enough. 
Once or twice while I waited, for Minta 
to get ready for a date, her uncle mum- 
bled something about being sorry for Dad 
ind that he’d just done his duty in telling 
the truth on the witness stand. 

! pretended that I was willing to let 
bygones be bygones, but all the time I was 
enjoying myself thinking how he’d feel 
he learned his beloved niece had 
zotten into “trouble’—and with me, of 
ill people! 

But as I said, I just couldn’t seem to 
take the last step in my plan—not until 
that day in late August when I picked 
up Minta in my jalopy and headed out of 
town. 

“Let’s drive out to our place, Chuck,” 
Minta said, snuggling close to me. “Let’s.” 

‘Anything you say, honey, only—well, I 
know a better place.” 

She insisted, and I let her have her 
way. I knew of a motel a few miles farther 
down the road, but there was plenty of 
time to go there—later. We parked, and 
Minta looked at me with her eyes gleam- 
ing. expecting me to take her in my arms. 
So I did. I kissed her hard again and 
again, until my head pounded. 

She had her head against my shoulder, 
ind she was trembling like she always 
did after I kissed her. Her hands hung 
m to me. and I suddenly realized I was 
i man. 
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“There’s nobody else for me, darling,” 
Minta said. “I’m crazy about you. I'd 
die if you’d quit me.” 

“People don’t die from that,” I said. 

“I would, if anything happened to us,” 
she said. “If you didn’t love me—” 

“Quit worrying,” I laughed, my throat 
suddenly tight. “I go for you, baby.” 

“How much, darling? A lot? An awful 
lot?” she asked in a tiny voice. 

“T’ll show you how much,” I told her, 
starting up the car. 

She said nothing as we drove along, but 
when I turned into the driveway of the 
motel, I felt her stiffen. But still she said 
nothing, so I got out and went into the 
office to get a cabin. When I went back 
to the car, Minta was looking very small 
and scared hunched against the seat. 

“T love you, Chuck,” she whispered when 
I helped her out of the car and led her 
into cabin No. 5. It was a cramped, dingy 
place, and the minute the door closed be- 
hind us and I spotted the single bed, I 
felt ashamed of myself. But I angrily 
brushed that feeling away. This was no 
time to chicken out, I told myself roughly. 

Minta threw her arms around me and 
buried her face against my chest. I thought 
for a moment that she was crying but her 
eyes were bright and shining when she 
looked up at me. “Be good to me, dar- 
ling.” she said, her lips trembling. 

I bent down and kissed her, and her 
answering kiss made my toes curl. This 
time there was no holding back—for either 
of us, and our bodies fused together in a 
seething flame of white hot passion... 


wait? | thought. Now is the 


LATE: as Minta lay sleeping. I paced 

the floor, taking quick, nervous drags 
on a cigarette. Finally, I squared- my 
shoulders and left the cabin. I got into 
the car and headed back to town. In the 
glare of my headlights it seemed I could 
see Minta’s trusting face and her words, “I 
love you, Chuck,” kept running through 
my head. But I only gritted my teeth and 
stamped down on the accelerator. “Just 
wait till that old buzzard gets a call to go 
pick up his niece at a motel!” I said half 
aloud, my voice ringing with triumph. 
“Just wait till she tells him what happened 
there—and with who!” 

I wasn’t thinking of Minta then, only 
Tod Wilkins. It never crossed my mind 
that she would be hurt and humiliated. 
She trusted me and I double-crossed her. 
But at the time, all I cared about was 
hurting Tod Wilkins in the worst way. 

That’s exactly what I did. It didn’t 
take long for such a juicy piece of gossip 
to make the rounds in our section of town. 
It was Monday morning, to be exact, when 
I learned that people knew that the dea- 
con’s niece had spent the night at a motel 
with a man. Cy Harris didn’t greet me 
with his usual smile when I reported for 
work that morning. 

“Never mind changing your clothes, 
King.” he said to me grimly. 


“Oh? 
asked. 

“All I want is for you to get the hel] 
away from here,” he said evenly. “Wha 
a lowdown rat you turned out to be—py. 
ting a sweet, innocent girl like Minta in , 
spot like that!” 

His words were like a slap in the face. 
But I clamped my jaw shut and turned 
and walked away without saying anything 
He was right, I knew, but my heart was 
too full of hate to care about anything 
except the sweet revenge I'd gotten op 
Tod Wilkins. 

But as I walked slowly home, I wo. 
dered just how sweet it really was. True, 
I'd snatched Tod Wilkins’ dearest posses. 
sion right from under his nose and I'd 
given him the heartaches that must have 
come from finding his niece in a cheap 
motel. Yet, Dad was still in jail and no 
closer to getting out because of anything 
I’d done. 

Mom lit into me the minute I hit the 
door. “Aunt Minnie just told me.” she 
said in a strange, hard voice, “and In 
ashamed I ever birth you! What you did 
was rotten, Chuck.” 

“What I did, I did for Dad!” I snapped. 

She nodded her head slowly. “Yes.” she 
said, “your father would be proud of what 
you’ve done. It sounds like one of his 
dirty tricks.” 

“Don’t say that about Dad!” I shouted. 
“You hate him. You’ve always hated 
him!” 

The back of her hand slashed across 
my face. “Shut up!” she commanded, her 
voice edged with steel. “Now let me tell 
you about that father of yours, young 
man!” 

And that’s what she did. She told me 
how she learned what Dad was really like 
only after they were married, but because 
she loved him she stuck by him in spite of 
his scrapes with the law. She said she 
was about to leave him when I was born. 
but stayed because of me. 

“Then I saw how you worshipped your 
father.” she went on, “and I thought it 
would be wrong to destroy a son’s love 
for his father. I put up with a lot, but 
this last was too much. I’m through with 
your father, and you too!” 

Mom went over to Aunt Minnie’s, leav- 
ing me alone to think about the thing: 
she’d told me. I just couldn’t get over 
some of the things she told me about Dad 
and for days I sat around the house trying 
to make sense of everything that had hap 
pened. The hate had been drained out 
of me, and I was just empty inside. 

Finally, one day I went outside, ju 
walking and thinking, and found mysel! 
back at Dad’s old garage. It was in oper 
ation again, but I didn’t recognize the 
mechanic who was working on the new 
Thunderbird on the rack. I stood there 
watching him, remembering all the times 
I'd seen my Dad doing the same thing 
Then I heard a familiar voice calling me.! 


Want me to run an errand?” | 
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joked up to see Ike Ellis standing in the 
door of the office. 

“Mr. Ellis!” I said happily, rushing over 
to him. “T’ve been looking all over for 
you.” 

He grinned and waved his hand with a 
sparkling diamond ring. “Had to cool it 
fora while, kid. The heat was on.” 

I told him what had happened to Dad. 
“Yeah, I know, kid. Tough break,” he 
aid. “But I'll say this. your old man is 
no squealer. If he had talked, Dave Mc- 
Cord and I would be right there with him.” 

I stared at him, afraid to ask him what 
he meant. Yet. I had to know “Sure, I'll 
tell you. kid, because I know you'll be 
proud of your old man. He was a good 
driver, that’s why Dave and I cut him in 
on that—er, ‘business deal.’ ” 

Then he told me what I dreaded hear- 
ing. My Dad drove the getaway car that 
night and had struck down the woman, 
just as Tod Wilkins testified. But Dad 
hadn’t squealed on his pals and took the 
rap. So the holdup was still unsolved. 

“And you’ve got a healthy chunk of 
dough coming to you, kid,” Ike told me. 
“Of course, it’s not as much as your Dad 
thought his cut would be, but it’s enough. 
I'll get it to you.” 

I backed away, shaking my head. I 
didn’t want any part of that money. All 
| wanted was to run away and try to forget 
the shocking thing Ike Ellis had told 
me. I turned and ran as fast as my legs 
would carry me. It seemed I would never 
stop running. But finally I did. 

It seemed I wandered around for hours, 
trying to pull together all the confusing 
thoughts that streamed through my burn- 
ing brain. I gradually realized that Mom 
was right. She’d been right all along. And 
I saw my father for what he really was, a 
cheap, blustering thief, whose loyalty to 
his crooked pals was greater than his love 
for his family. 

The enormity of the wrong I had done 
Minta hit me like a body I had 
betrayed her trust in me and put her in 
the most shameful position a girl can be 
in. I knew that somehow I must try to 
make amends, because now I knew that I 
loved her. 

My wandering footsteps carried me to 
Tod Wilkins’ house and I stood outside 
trying to gather enough courage to go in. 
I called myself a man and now was the 
time to prove it. What I faced was a man- 
sized job—admitting you’re wrong and 
hegging for forgiveness always is. 

I took a deep breath and set my shoul- 
ders. There were tears in my eyes as I 
started up the steps. Angrily I brushed 
them away. I wasn’t worth any tears, not 
even my own. But maybe Tod Wilkins 
and Minta would find it in their hearts to 
forgive me. And seeing my love, Minta 
might decide that there was some little 
thing about me that was worth saving. 
At least, that was my hope and prayer 
as I rang the bell and waited. THE END 
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Stranger In My House 


(Continued from Page 39) 


a couple of days ago, heard we were up 
here and chased after us—in the longest, 
whitest Caddy you ever saw!” 

Go on, keep talking, I pleaded silently. 
Don’t stop until my heart stops pounding, 
intil my head stops reeling, until Pm back 
on solid ground. 

“Honestly, Julie,” she effused, “you 
could have blown me over with a breath 
of air. He walked up behind me and 
lifted me right off my feet. I hollered like 
I'd seen a ghost. Everyone turned around 
and—Julie, you’re not even listening.” 

“Sure I am,” I said. “You hollered like 
you'd seen a ghost.” 

Straining my paralyzed limbs into mo- 
tion, I pushed myself out of the chair and 
walked to the door of the cottage. I didn’t 
want Marian to see my face for fear that 
she’d see what her news had done to my 
equilibrium. I could feel her eyes on my 
back as she followed me inside. 

“Tt was all I could do to keep him from 
dashing right over here,” she said. “But I 
thought I’d better pre—that is, I thought 
I'd let you know you’re having an extra 
cuest tonight.” 

“You mean you thought you’d better 
prepare me,” I said, truculently. “Well, 
you needn’t have worried. I’m a big girl 
Marian. I’m also very much in love 
with my husband.” 

“You don’t have to convince me, honey,” 
she said, appeasingly. “I’m not sure when 
it started, but I’ve been around to watch 
it grow. If you don’t love that big-hearted 
galoot of yours, then your performance 
deserves the academy award.” 

“I'd have to be a stone not to love 
Frank,” I said, more to myself than to 
Mai lan. 

‘I told Greg we were going to have a 
real down home fish-fry. He said it was 
right up his alley.” 

“Good,” I said, feigning nonchalance. 
‘It'll be good to see Greg again.” 

“I hope so,” she said, softly. 

What do you mean by 
=) E ipped. 

“Nothing,” she replied, quickly. “How 
a swim?” 

“No, thanks. I—I have some straighten- 
ing up to do.” 

“Sure,” she said, her eyes roving quick- 
ly over the neat surroundings. “Well, Ill 
just have to dip alone.” She paused in the 
doorway. “That’s what you get for taking 
i cottage.” 

[ hadn’t fooled her for a moment. 
Marian knew only too well that the only 
straightening up I had to do was inside 
myself. I wandered aimlessly about the 
cottage, busying myself with trifles, trying 
vainly to blot out intrusive memories. Just 
a few minutes before I had been so sure 
of my happiness, so secure in my personal 
world of contentment. Now, suddenly, the 
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now 


that?” I 
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present seemed vague and remote, and the 
past I thought I had forgotten came crowd- 
ing into the presence of my thoughts. 

Oh, God, I had tried! How hard I had 
tried, only to realize that after four years, 
the memory of my first meeting with Greg 
Johnson was still as fresh in my mind as 
if it had happened yesterday. 


RANK AND I had been to a downtown 

movie, double dating with the Todds 
as we often did. Driving back along Mich- 
igan Boulevard we debated about what to 
do with the remainder of the evening. 

“Say. I almost forgot,” Bill said. “I told 
Greg we'd drop by his place. He’s having 
a little shindig—sort of a welcome home 
for himself.” 

“Who’s Greg?” I asked, unenthused. 

“He’s an old high school buddy.” Frank 
explained. “Been living in Detroit,” he 
added. 

“T thought it was Kansas City.” Marian 
said. 

“It was,” Bill concurred. “And out west, 
too.” 

“Sounds like quite a rover.” I said, a bit 
more interested. 

“He used to play a pretty fair game of 
basketball,” Frank recalled. 

“Yeah,” Bill said. “Couldn’t get him to 
go out for football, though. Scared he’d 
get his nose broken and the girls wouldn’t 
think he was so pretty any more.” 

“Oh, a lover boy,” I laughed. 

“A skirt chaser,” Bill corrected. 

“Ha! It seemed to me that all the skirts 
were chasing him,” Marian retorted. 

“You, too?” Bill prodded, teasingly. 

“T was too busy running from you, you 
big lug.” She punched him playfully on 
the shoulder, and the car veered slightly. 

“Hey!” Frank yelled, from the back 
seat. “Be careful, or you'll have us all in 
the lake.” 

Greg Johnson had three nifty rooms in 
an apartment house on South Parkway. 
When we arrived the walls were fairly 
bulging with occupants, and I was sur- 
prised at the relative quietness of the fun- 
making. The thick green carpet was strewn 
with glasses, ash trays, and semi-prone 
bodies. In the midst of all this, like a 
proud and unbelievably handsome prince, 
stood Greg Johnson. I went limp at the 
sight of him. 

“Well, it’s about time!” he shouted, 
stepping carefully over a pair of nyloned 
legs as he hurried toward us. “I’d almost 
given you guys up for lost.” 

Frank grasped his extended hand. 
“Greg! You worn out old basket sinker, 
it’s good to see you.” 

“You, too, you beat up old quarterback. 
Marian, baby!” He swept her into his 
arms and spun her around, knocking over 
a couple of glasses at the same time. 






“When Bill told me he'd already tieg 
rope to you I could have... .” 

Suddenly his eyes rested on me, ¢ 
standing near the doorway. He flash 
a bold, frank smile of approval. 

“Well, well, well,” he said, softly. “Why 
have we here?” 

“Careful, boy,” Marian warned. “Frank! 
got his brand on her.” 

“Show me,” he said, moving over to m 

Frank draped an arm around my shoy 
der. “Greg, meet Juliet Banks—my git’ 

“Everyone calls me Julie,” I added, hy 
tily. I had always been squeamish aboy 
my first name. 

“And everyone calls me Romeo,” } 
smiled. “That makes us a perfect pair’ 

I felt a tickling fuzziness at the bad 
of my neck. 

“The same old Greg,” Bill laughed 
“Haven’t changed a bit.” 

I knew most of the guests, but even x 
I mingled and talked with them I wx 
acutely aware of a pair of smiling brow 
eyes that followed my every move. An how 
had passed before he approached m 
again. I was standing with Marian an 
two other girls, trying, unsuccessfully ty 
become absorbed in the conversation, 
Without a word, he took my hand and 
drew me away from them. His arm er. 
circled my waist, and we danced together 
as smoothly as if we had been doing i 
for years. 

He barely left my side the rest of the 
evening. I realized that I was neglecting 
Frank shamefully, but I couldn’t help my. 
self. Greg Johnson’s arms did _ insane 
things to me, and before I knew what wa 
happening I was completely bewitched by 
the low mellowness of his voice, and the 
provocative magic in his smile. 


[oat NIGHT I LAY awake, rebuking 
myself for the way I’d treated Frank. 
He hadn’t said a word about it, but I knew 
he had been hurt and embarrassed. It was 
ridiculous, I thought, going off half-cocked 
about a comparative stranger, and a re- 
puted playboy at that. Me; smart, young. 
sophisticated. It certainly wasn’t smart 
giving him my phone number. Not that 
I thought he would use it, since the whole 
evening had probably been nothing more 
than a game to him. Would he use it? | 
wondered. 
I had to wonder no longer than the next 
evening. The July night was stifling, and 
I insisted that Mom and Dad sit on the 
front porch while I did the. dishes. I hoped 
that Frank would call and suggest a ride 
in his jalopy. I needed diversion; any- 
thing to take my mind off Greg Johnson. 
I had scarcely formed the thought when 
the phone rang. When I heard the voice 
on the other end my knees went rubbery. 
“Juliet? This is Romeo. How about 
dinner?” 
I found myself embarrassingly inartict- 
late, but somehow I managed to tell him 
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“This apartment is hotter than the Sa- 
hara,” he said. “How does a ride along 
the Drive sound to you? ag 

[told him it sounded good, and regret- 
ted it immediately. There was no point 
in making a bigger fool of myself than I 
already had. Greg Johnson only wanted 
to swell his ego with a quick conquest. 
Why else would he be making a play for 
his friend’s girl? Well, nothing could be 
done about tonight, I reasoned. I had al- 
ready said yes. But it was positively the 
last time. 

It turned out to be only the beginning. 
After that I saw Greg almost every day, 
and on the days that I didn’t I was miser- 
able. He never seemed to work, and when 
] questioned him about it he shrugged 
it off laughingly, saying he was on an 
extended vacation. I didn’t worry about 
it I was crazy in love, and though I 
dreaded to think about where it would 
eventually lead, I knew I had neither the 
will nor the desire to stop it. 

Although he lived only a couple of doors 
away, | saw Frank rarely. When I did I 
greeted him hurriedly and kept walking. 
[ didn’t want to face the questioning hurt 
in his eyes. 

“Aren’t you carrying this a little far, 
kid?” Marian asked one afternoon when 
we bumped into each other after work 
and decided to have coffee in a drug store 
before going home. 

“What do you mean?” 
cently. 

“Oh, I admit Greg’s a pretty exciting 
hunk of man, and I couldn’t blame you 
for grabbing a couple of laughs with him. 
But what you’re doing to Frank I wouldn’t 
do to my worst enemy.” 

“And just what am I doing to Frank?” 

“Rubbing his nose in the mud, that’s 
what.” 

“Now you're being silly,” I scoffed. 

“Am I? Look, everybody knows you’re 
Frank’s girl. You’re making him a laugh- 
ing stock, prancing all over town with 
Casanova Johnson every night.” 

“Frank had no strings on me,” I flared. 
“I go out with whom I like, when I like. 
Maybe he just took too much for granted.” 

“Love makes people take a lot of things 
for granted.” 

“He’ll get over it,” I shrugged, trying 
to shrug away my feeling of guilt at the 
same time. 

“Oh, for heaven sakes, Julie, wise up,” 
she said disgustedly. “Greg’s a fascinating 
flash in the pan, while Frank’s on the level. 
He’s been in love with you for years. Look, 
he’s going to take his exams in a few weeks, 
and you’ve got the poor guy so strung out 
he'll probably wind up in the cellar.” 

“You sound as if he’s been crying on 
your shoulder,” I said, coldly. 

“Not a word. He just mopes around 
like a sick pup. If anyone so much as 
lifts an eyebrow when mentioning your 
name, he’s ready to fight. This is strictly 
on my own—because Frank’s a right guy, 


inno- 


I asked, 





and you’re my best friend.” 
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*T handle heavy machines in my work. 
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them itch and sting. I tried many lotions 
and ointments without relief. A friend 
of mine told me to try Black and White 
Ointment and I did. It gave me such 
relief from burning, itching sting, I keep 
a jar at work and one at home.”’ 
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Let’s keep it that way,” I muttered. 

lighting a cigarette. 

“Okay,” she sighed. “One last word 
nd [ll drop it for good. You’ve only 
ist met him, Julie, but we’ve known Greg 

time. Ever since we graduated 
rom high school he’s been a happy wan- 
lerer. Already he’s spent more time with 
u than I’ve known him to spend with 
one girl.” 
“That ought to count for something,” I 
id, stiffly. 

Not much, except that maybe you'll be 
irt a little more than the rest when the 
underlust strikes him again. Why, Id 

my brand new bonnet that Greg is 
aining at the leash right now.” 

We parted stiffly. It isn’t easy to accept 
dressing down gracefully, even from 


long 


1e’s best friend, especially when that 
iend is right—partially, at least. I 


yvuldn’t deny that I'd hurt Frank, know- 
e all the while how he felt about me. 
But she was wrong about Greg. She had 
to be. I couldn’t believe that I could love 
so much without his feeling some- 
hing in return. 
Still, as I left the drug store. I felt a 
:wing need for reassurance. I took a 
and went to Greg’s apartment. He 
emed genuinely delighted, though sur- 
ed, to see me, and when he folded 
in his arms and kissed me, I wondered 
[ could have doubted, even for a mo- 
ent 
Say, what’s all this?” I inquired, my 
falling on a flock of roadmaps that 
ere scattered in the middle of the floor. 
He started to gather them up hastily. 
lust doing a little studying.” he said. 
somewhere?” I asked, the 
imness in my voice belying the quicken- 
palpitations of my heart. 
lhinking about it,” he answered, lacon- 
lly. He smiled, drawing me into his 
“I’m glad you dropped by, 


‘Going 


; again. 
by” 
His touch inflamed me. and the thought 
his going away made me frantic with 


Where are you thinking of going. dar- 
ng?” I questioned, still managing a sem- 
lance of lightness. 

New York—Frisco, maybe. Can’t make 

ny mind.” 

What’s wreng with Chicago?” I que- 
] 


Oh. I have no complaints,” he said. 
iking an impatient gesture with his arms 
he sank down on the sofa. “It’s just 
it | start to stagnate when I stay in one 
burg too long.” 
I said, sitting beside 
iim, “you’ve got to settle down sometime. 


But, darling,” 
You’ve got to have roots somewhere.” 
Roots?” he laughed. “Who needs ’em? 
get settled in the 
downward, They 
ig down so deep the only way you can 

; straight up.” 

What’s so 


Look 


baby, when roots 
lirt they start growing 


wrong with that?” I per- 


“Going straight up in one spot may be 
all right for some guys—a guy like Frank 
maybe. Not me. I’ve got to spread out.” 

Maybe another girl, who wasn’t as blind- 
ly in love as I, would have seen the stark 
truth as it lay there before her eyes. May- 
be she would have smiled, said it was 
fun, then gathered the remaining pieces 
of her pride and gone out in search of 
her equilibrium. But not Julie Banks. I 
wanted Greg Johnson. I wanted him des- 
perately and, somehow, I had to make him 
want me, too. 

I snuggled close to him, rubbing my 
nose against his cheek. 

“Let’s not talk about it anymore,” I 
whispered. “I can’t bear to think of you 
leaving me.” 

“Why talk at all?” he asked. drawing 
me into his arms. When his lips parted 
over mine I responded in a way I never 
had before. 

He looked down at me in surprise. 
“Sweetheart. you’re like a volcano,” he 
whispered, huskily. 

Our kisses became more heated, more 
intense with desire. When his hands start- 
ed to caress me I knew there would be 
no turning back, but I didn’t care. I had 
to hold him. No matter how, I had to 
hold him. 

Pll make this an evening you'll never 
forget, darling, 1 promised, silently. An 
evening you'll never want to forget. 


HEN I LEFT work the next day I 
headed straight for his apartment, my 
thoughts still warm with memories of the 
previous night. I had rung the bell twice 
when the huge bulk of a woman who 
lived across the hall opened her door. She 
looked me up and down for a moment. 
“He ain’t here,” she said, thrusting an 
envelope at me. “Left you this.” 

I reached for it. hesitantly, all too aware 
of the sly. knowing smile on her lips. 

“Thank you.” I mumbled, and rushed 
off down the hall. 

Her deep-throated chuckle echoed mock- 
ingly, behind me as I raced down the 
stairs. : 

I made my way home in a kind of blind 
stupor, somehow managing to avoid being 
run down in the rush hour traffic. I scur- 
ried for the seclusion of my bedroom, 
where I placed the envelope against the 
powder box on my vanity. I sat staring 
dumbly at the big, scrawling letters that 
spelled out “Miss Juliet Banks.” The name 
looked strange and unfamiliar. I don’t 
know how long I sat there, constructing 
a hundred different messages that I might 
find on the inside of that tiny, white 
parcel, I lifted the envelope and ripped 
it open with a nail file. Inside was a 
single folded sheet of white stationery. 

I read it only once, but each word 
etched itself into my brain so that I re- 
read it a hundred times as I stared into 
the darkness that night, and all the endless 
nights that followed. 





“Juliet, baby— Like I said, when [ ge 
an itch to move I’ve got to do just tha 
I know this is not a nice way to do it, by 
I think it’s better than a lot of sad good 
byes. Thanks for last night, baby. [y 
never forget it. Greg. P.S. Heading east’ 

I smiled bitterly. Well, that was wha 
I'd wanted, to give him a night he’d never 
forget. I collapsed, face downward, on the 
bed, unable to curse or to cry. I lay there 
lifelessly, enlivened only by virulent fee). 
ings of humiliation, remorse, and disap. 
pointment. 

For days I walked around in a kin( 
of inertia. Frank called me almost every 
day, as did Marian, but I refused to talk 
to either of them. My parents merely 
watched and worried, but tactfully te. 
frained from prying. 

Several weeks later I rang Marian’: 
doorbell. It was still early afternoon, for 
I had left work early to keep an appoint. 
ment. Marian’s mouth dropped in surprise 
when she saw me. 

“Well, hello, stranger,” she said. 

“Hello, Marian.” 

“Say. you look kind of done in. Aren't 
you feeling well?” 

“T am rather tired,” I admitted. 

“How about some coffee? On second 
thought, you look as if you can use an aft. 
ernoon snort.” 

“No. thank you,” I declined. 
es 

“Yeah, honey?” 

The impervious numbness that had en- 
veloped me for weeks suddenly gave 
way, and, for the first time, I wept. 

“Go on and cry, honey,” Marian said, 
placing a consoling arm across my shoul- 
ders. “A good cry will wash the hurt 
away, then you will be able to forget about 
it.” 


*Mari- 


“Oh, Marian, I—I’ve got to tell some. 
one,” I gasped, between sobs. “I—I’m so 
ashamed!” 

“What’s there to be ashamed of?” she 
asked, placing a lighted cigarette between 
my fingers, “So you had a king-sized crush 
on a tissue paper hero. You’re not the first 
girl to—” 

“But it wasn’t just a crush!” I inter- 
rupted. “I was crazy about him, Marian. 
I— I still am.” 

She studied me for a-moment. “TI believe 
you are,” she said, slowly. 

“Oh, it’s not his fault. He never made 
me any promises. I have no one to blame 
but myself.” 

In halting sentences I told her about 
my last night with Greg, and how I'd tried 
so desperately to hold him. When I fir- 
ished she smiled at me, reassuringly. 

“You were in love, Julie, and when 4 
girl’s in love. . .” 

I could contain myself no longer. 

“Marian, I’m pregnant!” I blurted. 

She was silent a long time. 

“Well,” she said, finally. Then “Well.” 
again. 

“Marian, what am I going to do 
sobbed. 
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Have you told your 


“God. | don’t know. 
parents?” 

“[ can’t. It will kill them.” 

“But what about Greg? Maybe if you 
get in touch with him. . .” 

“Are you kidding?” I said, dryly. “I 
haven’t heard a word from him since he 
eft.” 

: “Bill and I received a card from New 
York a couple of weeks ago, but there 
was no return address.” 

“Go on.” I said, despondently. 
told you so.” ” 

*] don’t feel much like gloating, Julie.” 
she said. “I feel more like kicking myself 
for ever having introduced you to the 
heel.” 

I left Marian’s in a state of wretched 
hopelessness, but feeling less alone for 
having told her of my plight. 


“Say ‘T 


At home Mom eyed me anxiously. “You 
look sick.” she said. 

“I feel fine,” I lied. 

“You ought to get out more,” she went 


on. “It’s not right for a girl to stay 
cooped up in the house all the time. Your 
father and I are going to a movie tonight. 
Why don’t you come along?” 

I told her I intended to read a little 
and go to bed early. I wanted to be left 
alone for I needed to think, to clarify my 
situation. Still, I knew things would’ never 
be any clearer than they were at that mo- 
ment. I had ruined my life, and disgraced 
my parents. It was as tragically simple 
as that. 


HE UNEXPECTED SHRILLNESS OF 

the doorbell almost caused me to cry 
out. I stumbled to the door. 

“Hi, Julie.” 

“Frank!” 

“May I come in?” 

“Sure, sure,” I said, pulling the door 
wider. 

“I hope you don’t mind my barging in 
this way. but I thought we might go some- 
where for a cocktail—sort of a celebra- 
tion.” 

“Celebration?” 

“You are looking at Frank B. Macy. 
attorney-at-law, and, as of next week, jun- 
ior partner in that law firm I was telling 
you about.” 

“Oh, Frank. that’s wonderful!” I ex- 
claimed. “I’m so happy for you.” 

“You know, you’ve practically put as 
much sweat into this thing as I have, 
cramming me for finals semester after 
semester. I feel the victory belongs to 
both of us.” 

“That’s nice of you, Frank,” I said, “but 
I don’t think I deserve any part of it.” 

“But, you are a part of it, Julie,” he 
said, earnestly. “I’ve struggled and sacri- 
ficed for this day with one thought in mind 
—you. Without you it’s—it’s an empty 
victory.” 

“Oh, Frank, don’t,” I pleaded, turning 
away. “How can you say that after all 
that’s happened?” 


“But nothing’s changed. Julie. Not with 


me. I admit I was pretty scared for a 
while. and when Greg Johnson left town 
I was a damned happy guy. But now it’s 
over and forgotten.” He turned me by the 
shoulders until I was facing him, “I want 
you to marry me, Julie.” 

I broke into a crazy mixture of laughter 
and sobs. 

“You want me to marry you! 
derisively. “That’s rich!” 

“Julie!” 

I hated myself at that moment. and I 
felt a compelling need to punish myself 
with the sight of the scorn that would 
enter his eyes when he knew. 

“Over and forgotten you say? Well. 
maybe you can forget, Frank, but not I. I 
can never forget Greg Johnson—not with 
his child inside me!” 

He looked as if he’d been slapped in 
the face. Then, passing a hand unsteadily 
over his eyes, he walked a few steps away 
from me. The room was filled with a 
sepulchral silence. After a brief eternity 
I found my voice. 

“Don’t be embarrassed, Frank,” I said. 
brittlely. “I'll even save you the trouble 
of retracting your proposal with my re- 
fusal.” 


” IT echoed 


He stood there for a moment. and when 
he turned around I had the strange feeling 
that I was looking at a much older man. 

“Does Greg know?” he asked, quietly. 

“He didn’t stay around long enough to 
receive the happy news,” I cracked sar- 
donically. 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Do? Well, now, that’s a good ques- 
tion,” I replied. 

“Marry me, Julie.” 

I took a step backward, unable to be- 
lieve my ears. I opened my mouth, to say . 
what I don’t know, but he held up a hand 
to stop me. 

“Five minutes ago I wanted to marry 
you selfishly, Julie; because I loved you, 
and nothing else mattered. Now I want 
you unselfishly, darling; because you need 
me, and now that’s all that matters.” 

I collapsed on the sofa in tears. If | 
had been strong or noble, perhaps I would 
have refused this incredulously generous 
offer. But I was neither strong nor noble. 
I was in trouble, and so scared I could 
die. 


WO WEEKS LATER we were married. 


My parents, after recovering from their 
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initial shock. decided that I must have 
come suddenly and wonderfully to my 
enses. Marian was slightly bowled over. 

“IT wouldn’t have believed there was a 
cuy like that on the face of the earth,” was 
her awed-toned comment. 

Bill’s glum silence told me that Marian 
had confided in him, and that he possibly 
hought his pal was carrying love a little 
too far. 

\lthough I was profoundly grateful to 
Frank, I found it difficult to express it. I 
ouldn’t shake Greg Johnson out of my 
mind or my heart. Time after time I 

atched Frank’s eyes darken with pain 
when I involuntarily turned away from his 
Still, he remained kind, attentive, 
ind loving, and when little Ann was born 
he strutted around as proudly as any pea- 
cock 

Nine months of secret dread tumbled 
from my shoulders when I realized Ann 
was going to look like me. People have a 
way of counting the months when a baby 
is born in the first year of marriage, and 
| knew, because of the suddenness of mine, 
the detective work would be doubled. It 
would be no secret that I was pregnant 
before I married, but I hoped, somehow, 
they would overlook the fact that my union 
with Frank had come on the heels of a 
torrid romance with one Greg Johnson. 

Frank didn’t seem to be disturbed by 
the possibility of discovery. The only thing 
that disturbed him was me. I'll never for- 
get the night that he tiptoed cautiously out 
nursery, which he himself had deco- 
rated, and crawled into bed beside me. He 
lay there on his back for a few moments, 
then spoke, softly, into the darkness. 

“You know,” he said, “a man doesn’t 
really begin to feel his worth until he has 
1 family of his own to love and care for.” 

He turned on his side and gathered me 
into his arms. “Oh, Julie, I love you so 
much,” he whispered, emotionally. 

His lips crushed mine passionately, and 
with every caress he begged, mutely, for 
my love. It was a repetition of many 
nights, nights when he had come to me, 
his body urgent with desire, and each time 
the memory of that night with Greg had 
ome back to taunt me. I lay rigid with 
shame and remorse, inwardly shaken by 
the fervor and desperateness of his desire 
that had gone too long unsated. 

\bruptly, with a sound that sounded like 
1 sob, he scrambled from the bed and 
turned on the night lamp. I sat up in bed, 
bewildered and trembling, watching him 
get into his clothes. 

‘Frank—where are you going?” 

He continued to dress without answer- 


kisses. 


the 


“Frank ?—” 

‘How much do you expect a man to 
take?” he exploded. 

“Frank, I—I tried,” I whimpered, turn- 
ing my face against the headboard. “You’ve 
got to give me time—” 

‘How much time, Julie? Forever?” 

lhe hardness in his tone frightened me. 
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I had never seen him so angry, so resent- 
ful. 

“How much time, Julie?” he repeated. 
“How long do you expect me to keep com- 
ing to you, knowing that every time you 
let me touch you you’re wishing it was 
someone else?” 

“Frank, that’s not so!” 

“The hell it isn’t!” he shouted. 

“Frank—the baby!” 

He glanced, confusedly, at the slightly 
opened door of the nursery, almost as if 
he’d forgotten it was there. Then his eyes 
softened, and, without another word, he 
walked out of the house. 


OR DAYS we lived in a state of cold 

politeness. Frank took to coming to bed 
long after I’d retired. He’d lie there stiffly, 
and so close to the edge I half expected 
him to tumble out. Each day I heaped 
private condemnation on myself for what 
I was doing to him, and I prayed harder 
than I ever had in my life. More than any- 
thing I wanted to be a wife to this husband, 
of whom I wasn’t even worthy. If I could 
go to him once—just once—without re- 
membering, I knew the curse of Greg 
would be over. 

Even now I have no explanation for it, 
except to say that God must have taken 
pity on the both of us. I was lying awake 
in the darkness, staring at the outline of 
Frank’s back underneath the sheet, when 
suddenly I felt cold, alone, and lonely. I 
edged closer to Frank, pressing my body 
against his. He stirred, slightly. 

“Julie?” he whispered, uncertainly. 

“Yes, darling,” I answered. 

He turned on his side, and I knew that 
he was searching for my face in the dark- 
ness. I pressed my face against his chest, 
my arms stealing around his waist. 

“T want you close to me, darling,” I wept, 
softly. 

That night became my wedding night in 
earnest, and the prelude to real and un- 
compromised happiness. 


TMHE SOUND of Frank’s voice, shouting 
my name from outside the door, brought 
me abruptly back to the present. 

“Honey?” he called. 

I ran to the door, my heart racing ahead 
of me. I needed Frank now. I needed to 
feel his arms about me. to feel my happi- 
ness real and close again. 

“Darling!” I cried, flinging my arms 
around him. 

“Say. what’s all this?” he asked in sur- 
prise. “The boogie-man after you?” 

“Uh-uh,” I laughed, dissembling. “I’m 
just eager for the fish, that’s all.” 

“I’m afraid the fish weren’t too sociable 
today,” he chuckled. 

“Then I'll take you,” I said, offering him 
my lips. 

He took them in a lingering kiss, and I 
felt my momentary anxiety subsiding. 

“Frank, I love you, I love you, I love 
you,” I repeated, over and over. 

He accepted my effusive declaration 
without question, but his eyes registered 





a mixture of pleasure and _puzzlemey 
when he bent to kiss me again. 

Later, as I listened to him singing in th, 
shower, I wondered if Frank would stil] }, 
as gay if I had told him about our visito, 
In another half hour, clad only in a pai, 
of flashy shorts, he stretched out in the 
deck chair I had vacated earlier. I can. 
out and perched on the edge of the chair 
deciding that this was as good a time a 
any to break the news. 

“We're having an extra guest for dinner 
tonight,” I said, simply. “Greg Johnson’; 
here.” 

Though the expression on his face hardly 
changed, I could feel the sudden tautnes 
of his body. 

“Well, this is a surprise,” he said, evenly, 

“I—I haven’t seen him yet,” I volup. 
teered, answering the unvoiced question 
in his eyes. “Marian bumped into him a 
the hotel this morning.” 

I turned away from the quiet scrutiny 
of his gaze, knowing that at that moment 
he must be realizing the reason for my 
greeting him the way I had earlier. 

“I’m glad he’s here, Julie,” he said, pull- 
ing me into his arms. “I think it will be 
good for you—good for both of us—to see 
him.” 

I knew what he meant, of course. I had 
told him I loved him. In so many words, 
he was saying that now that love could be 
tested. I kept telling myself that this would 
be the easiest test I had ever undergone, 
yet, as the sunlight melted into evening, a 
disquieting apprehensiveness mounted 
within me. 

I could hear the three of them laughing 
as they approached the cottage. Just as 
Frank reached the door Greg burst into 
the room, vociferously. He pounded Frank 
hard across the shoulders, and exclaimed 
over his added poundage. 

I stood rooted by the coffee table, clutch- 
ing a bowl of ice cubes in my hand. Greg 
strided toward me, flashing the same elec- 
tric smile that had captivated me that first 
night. He took the bowl of ice from my 
hands and placed it on the coffee table, 
then pulled me into a bear hug that al 
most took my breath away. 

“Juliet, you’re looking wonderful!” he 
exclaimed. 

“You, too, Greg.” I managed. 

“So my little girl is now a little mother,” 
he said, musingly. 

There was an uneasy instant of ominous 
silence before Frank spoke up cheerily. 

“That’s right,” he said. “The cutest little 
princess that ever stepped out of a fairy 
tale.” 

I went through dinner, and the chatter 
that followed, in subdued frenzy. Greg’s 
eyes, full of brazen interest, kept finding 
and holding mine. And all the while | 
was aware of Frank, cooly and consciously, 
observing my every move. 

Well, darling, 1 thought, as the evening 
dwindled away, I’ve passed the test, haven't 
1? The evening’s almost over and nothing 
has happened. Relief seeped through me 
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and settled restfully on my conscience. It 
yas this extravagant feeling of confidence 
hat made me accept Greg’s assistance in 
preparing some drinks in the kitchen. 

The door had barely swung to behind us 
when I realized I might be trusting that 
confidence too far. This was the first time 
['d been with him all evening without the 
protective armor of three interested par- 
ties Now he was standing beside me, un- 
necessarily close, and I felt the quiver of 
butterflies in the pit of my stomach. 

“[ didn’t realize until tonight how much 
['d missed you,” he said, his lips so close 
tomy ear I could feel his warm breath. 

I started to move away, but he blocked 
me, and continued talking. 

“[ye been sitting there all evening try- 
ing to get it through my head that you're 
Frank’s wife, but all I can think of is how 
sweet your lips were, how soft your arms 
used to feel around my neck.” 

As he started to move his arm around 
my waist I stumbled backward against the 
sink, panicking at the thought of what his 
touch had always done to me. 

“Leave me alone, Greg!” I whispered, 
hoarsely. “All of that’s over now. Over!” 
“It’s not over,” he said, pulling me 
against him, roughly. It can’t be over— 
not as long as we have our little secret.” 
“Secret!” I exclaimed, bewildered. 
“Marian told me your little girl is going 
on four. I don’t have to be a mathemati- 
cian to figure that one out. You married 
Frank for convenience, Juliet, but you love 
me!” 

“Oh, no,” I moaned, shaken by the bold 
inference of his words. 

The strength drained out of my legs like 
water through a sieve, and when he tilted 
my chin with his finger I was too weak to 


offer resistance to his lips. 

“Hey! What are you two doing, distil- 
ling that stuff yourselves?” Bill’s voice was 
shouting. 

A couple of minutes later I walked 
dazedly through the door, carrying two 
glasses. Greg followed with an equal load. 

“If we were on the desert we'd be dead 
of thirst by now,” Marian quipped, her 
eyes searching my face, anxiously, as she 
took a glass from my hand. 

“You should have come 
hand.” Greg teased. 

“We sent Frank in to see what hap- 
pened to you,” she said. “He stuck his 
head in the door and said you two seemed 
to know what you were doing.” 

The glass in my hand clattered to the | 
floor. Marian scurried into the kitchen for | 
a cloth, while Bill and Greg almost bumped 
heads in trying to retrieve glass fragments. 

Frank remained immobile, his cold, ac- 
cusing eyes penetrating me like daggers. I 
stood there, mortified and trembling, and 
prayed for lightning to strike me dead. 

The next day, without even saying good- 
bye to Bill and Marian, we left the lake. 
Frank has never mentioned what he saw 
when he looked in the kitchen that night, 
but he has been a stranger to me ever 
since. If it were not for the baby I think 
he would have left me. But Frank is a 
man who loves deeply and forever, and I 
comfort myself with that thought, hoping 
that someday I will be able to make him 
see how much [ really love him. I feel 
sure that, deep down, he still loves me, 
and, if I can ever regain his trust, I will 
know that love again. 

That is how I manage to go on living 
—in the hope that, someday, the stranger 
in my house will again become my hus- 


band. THE END 
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On The 


Night, What Ever Lola Wants, Till There 
Was You and Seventy-Six Trombones). 
All 12 were culled from Broadway musi- 
cals like The Music Man, Oh Captain, My 
Fair Lady, Bells Are Ringing, The Pajama 
Game, Kismet and Oklahoma. 

Appraising the Broadway set, one record 
reviewer noted that “Jones brings a lot of 
musical wit in his approach and adds a 
swinging step that’s just right.” 

Jonah has been swinging just right for 
along time. Ever since he began playing 
professionally on a Mississippi riverboat 
in 1929, the Louisville, Kentucky-born 
trumpeter has always blown foot-tapping, 
fnger-popping music on his horn. He 
never changed through the major changes 
in jazz movements. 

When swing was the thing during the 





ent 
Ling 
me 


1930s, Jonah played swing in the big bands 
(Horace Henderson, Jimmie Lunceford, 


Benny Carter, Fletcher and Cab Callo- 


Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


way). He kept right on swinging after 
bop and the “cool” style bowed on the 
jazz scene a few years ago. Even when he 
had to share the bandstand with modern- 
ists, he didn’t switch from swing. 

Jonah’s career as a maestro and his 
switch from his former open-bell style to 
muted jazz began simultaneously upon his 
return to New York from a short stand in 
Paris in 1954. With a band job open at 
The Embers, he rounded up three side- 
men (bassist John Brown, pianist Billy 
Austin and drummer Harold Austin), 
formed a quartet for the nitery gig (the 
same unit which presently backs him on 
records except for Billy Austin whose seat 
is now filled by Lannie Scott). When Jo- 
nah took his group on the one-week date 
that later stretched to twelve, he found the 
room the intimate type which calls for 
soft tones. He switched then to mutes and 





has utilized them ever since. 


No Douche 
Protects Like 


Zonitors 


Women Find — 


Gynecologist reports on new, 
easy, more positive method 
of Feminine Hygiene— 
provides continuous protection 





New York, N. Y. (Special) At last, science 
has developed a method of feminine hy- 
giene a woman can use with confidence 
because it gives the germicidal protection 
of an antiseptic douche-but does it imme- 
diately and for a prolonged period—as no 
douche can. So quick and easy, this new 
method depends on remarkable vaginal 
suppositories, called Zonitors. 





Works Instantly For Hours! 


Once inserted, Zonitors dissolve gradually, 
coating tissues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours—and are ready to 
work instantly. Zonitors guard against— 
destroy odors completely, too—helping to 
maintain a high degree of comfort, con- 
venience, safety and personal daintiness 
not possible with douches. 


Zonitors’ amazing effectiveness is due to 
one of the most potent antiseptic princi- 
ples ever developed — the discovery of a 
prominent surgeon and chemist. 


Doctor’s Discovery — Hospital Proved! 


Zonitors were thoroughly tested in a large 
Eastern hospital. The supervising gyne- 
cologist pronounced them unusually effec- 
tive, yet safe and non-irritating. They 
are now available without prescription in 
local drugstores. 


Zonitors are greaseless and stainless—cost 
little for 12 dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually packed to carry 
conveniently in a purse. 


MAIL COUPON NOW! 


Dunbar Laboratories, Mountain View, N. J. 
Dept. (T-8) 

Please send me trial supply of Zonitors and new 
booklet giving complete intimate facts (mailed 
in plain wrapper) I enclose 10¢ to cover 
handling 

Name 





Address 





City State. 


Offer good only in the U. S. and Canada. 








Branded For My Shame 


(Continued from Page 19) 


Callie,” I mumbled. “I will.” 
(nd I went into the bedroom to take off 
y dress to wash it. I’d have to go to the 
Bogard’s tomorrow and hope I could get 
way early. I just had to see Lonnie to- 
morrow night to say goodbye. Goodbye! 
\ly heart squeezed tight with aching. 


| T NCLE JACE was driving the truck into 
town the next morning, to get some 

ed, so he gave me a ride most of the way 
to the Bogard’s. At the high iron gate he 
t me off and I made my way up the long 
rvy drive to the big white house that 
omed over me like something in a fairy 


When I pressed the bell I held my 
reath as I heard the sound of the lovely 
himes inside. Hattie Masterson opened 

door and I was real glad to see some- 
idy I knew! Hattie was big and plump 

id gray-haired, lots older than Aunt Cal- 

but she was kind and motherly. 

Come in,” said soft-like. “Mrs. 

Bogard is in the library waitin’ for you.” 

[ just nodded my head and my eyes flew 

the big winding staircase with the oil 
1intings on the walls going upward with 

My old shoes sank into the 
irpets as I trailed after Hattie, bug-eyed 


she 


steps. 


and nervous, through a front room bigger 
than Uncle Jace’s whole house. The ma- 
hogany tables shone like glass and the 
chairs were covered in cloths so soft and 
fine looking I wanted to touch them, but 
there wasn’t time. Not then. 

The library was smaller but it was ele- 
gant in its quiet way with books lining the 
walls from the floor to the ceiling and big 
cozy chairs by the fireplace. It was a room 
you could feel at home in, especially on 
the chilly days when Mrs. Bogard had a 
fire going and Hattie brought in a tray of 
tea and fancy little cakes. 

But right then I didn’t feel at home at 
all! I was so fidgety I twisted a button 
on my dress till it popped off and I stood 
there feeling so foolish with Mrs. Bogard’s 
watery blue eyes staring at me. 

“How do you do, Ma’am?” I stammered 
out. 

Mrs. Bogard dug the point of her cane 
down into the beautiful gray rug and 
leaned forward to look me up and down. 

“Are you sure you know her family?” 
Mrs. Bogard asked Hattie. “Honest and 
dependable?” 

“Oh, yes, Ma’am,” Hattie said. “Hard 
workers they are and go to church and 
live decent.” 
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Mrs. Bogard’s look didn’t change gy 
and I had the feeling she didn’t belie, 
a word Hattie said. 

““Well—we shall see,” she said stifj, 
“Take her along with you and show he 
what to do.” 

It was over! I felt so relieved I let oy 
my breath and kind of bobbed my hea 
and said, “Thank you, Ma’am!” Then | 
followed Hattie out to the kitchen. 

The cabinets and stove and sink were » 
fine and shiny and white—looking li 
they were never used. Aunt Callie woulj 
have loved to see it. I wanted to look y 
everything and ask Hattie how everything 
worked, but a buzzer sounded and I though, 
somebody was at the door. 

“Ha! That boy!” Hattie 
crossly. 

“What is it?” I asked her. “Somebod 
come callin’?” 

“No, no, it’s not the door, Rancy,” Hat. 
tie told me. “Whenever young Mr. Glen. 
don Bogard wants somethin’ he rings for 
me to fetch it.” 

Oh, yes, then I remembered Glendon— 
the crippled boy—Mrs. Bogard’s grané. 
son, 

“Where is he?” I asked. 

“In his room, of course!” Hattie said, 
“Come along with me. You might as well 
meet him now because you'll be doing this 
runnin’ and fetchin’ for me from now on. 
My poor old legs can’t take this climbin' 
like they used to.” 

Hattie made her way slowly upstairs and 
I tagged along after her. At one of the 
big carved doors in the corridor she rapped 
and went in. In the middle of the big 
room was a four-poster bed with a canopy 
over the top and the pretty blue drapes 
were pulled way back from the windows 
to let the sun in. On the walls, over the 
fireplace and bookease, there were guns and 
spurs and a branding iron, with one big 
picture of Canterbelle. Glendon’s thorough: 
bred filly. 

I didn’t even have to look at Glendon 
Bogard with his fancy western shirt and 
riding pants to know what he loved best 
in the whole world. But there he sat by 
the window looking so thin and pale with 
his straight black hair falling over his 
forehead. 

But his face changed the moment he 
saw me. First, he smiled and then laughed 
right out at me! I sidled back, behind 
Hattie, wondering what he was laughing 
at. “What was it you wanted?” Hattie 
asked him a little crossly. 

But he kept right on laughing and he 
pointed at me. 

“What is that?” he asked. As if I was 
a thing! 

“This is Rancy Sedley,” Hattie told him 
snappishly. “And she’s to do the runnin’ 
for me from now on. What was it you 
wanted me for?” 

And his smile vanished just as quick 
it had come. 


muttered 


: “{ tole 


hooks fu 
fm still 
Hattie 
Then she 


“you Tur 
Mrs. Bog 


Glendon 
know wh 
you. that 
say ‘ple 
girl.” 

] node 
to get ai 
Then | 
when I 
But this 
proper 
about to 
“Rance 
you a U 
you.” 
“Yes, 
hurried 


HAT 
those 
ning of 
Glendor 
up new 
to make 
turn to 
was ple 
could b 
Anyb 
on thos 
and Wi 
he'd ge 
think o 
and he 
and sir 
like a f 
Som 
my ter 
like tel 
more s 
And 
as he» 
And 
very t 
his ch: 
when | 
that ¢ 
wonde 
knowl 
Bec 
and d 
do, he 
anybo 
he to 
my ig 
dabbi 
him y 
“W 
“And 
“Al 





Was 
name 
me a 

“VN 


n ge any 
belie 


1 Stiff, 
how he, 


let out 


> would 
look a 
rything 
hough 


uttered 
nebod 


”* Hat. 
- Glen. 


igs for 


idon— 
grand. 


- said, 
s well 
g this 
W On. 
mbin’ 


S$ and 
f the 
pped 
> big 
nopy 
rapes 
dows 
> the 
and 

big 
ugh- 


1don 
and 
best 
| by 
with 


vas 





wanted those Audubon 
he said petulantly. 


“[ told you | 
ioks two hours ago!” 
'm still waiting!” 


“Oh, yes. so you did.” 
Then she looked at me. “Rancy.” she said, 
“jou run on down to the library where 
Mrs. Bogard is and tell her that young Mr. 
Glendon wants the Audubon books—she’ll 
know what he means—and be sure, mind 
you. that you knock before you go in and 
ay ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ like 
girl.” 

J nodded and hurried out. almost glad 
io get away from that Bogard boy! 

Then my nervousness came back to me 
when I had to face Mrs. Bogard again. 
But this time she acted as if it were only 
proper for me to be there—until I was 
about to leave the room with the books. 
“Rancy,” she said, “tell Hattie to give 
you a uniform, if she can find one to fit 


Hattie sighed. 


good 


” 
you. 
“Yes, Ma’am,” I said quickly. And I 
hurried back upstairs with the books. 


HAT was the first trip up and down 
those stairs, but it was only the begin- 
ning of dozens of errands I was to run for 
Glendon Bogard. He was forever thinking 
up new things to read, or paint or models 
tomake, and dropping them after a time to 
tun to something else. His unhappiness 
was plain for anybody to see, and who 
could blame him. 

Anybody would hate stumbling around 
on those withered legs—a boy. a spoiled 
and willful boy most of all. Sometimes 
he'd get real peevish. for no reason I could 
think of. except maybe he had some pain, 
and he’d throw things around, even at me. 
and smash his models and tear his books 
like a fiend! 

Sometimes it was all I could do to keep 
my temper with him, though I often felt 
like telling him Aunt Callie’s youngest had 
more sense and manners than he had! 
And him a grown boy, too! Or grown 
as he would ever be. 

And yet he had times when he seemed 
very tired, he’d lay back against 
his chair and look out of the window, and 
when he spoke he was kind and said things 
that caught up my mind and set me to 
wondering about the world and all the 
knowledge in it that I’d never have. 
Because he couldn’t ride Canterbelle yet 
and do the rough things most boys love to 
do, he spent his time reading, more than 
anybody I had ever known. And sometimes 
he took delight in tormenting me about 
my ignorance, like the time when he was 
dabbing away with his paints and I asked 
him what he was doing. 

: “Why, this is Alice, of course,” he said. 
“And this is the Madhatter, and this—” 
“Alice who?” I asked stupidly. And I 
was going to ask more—about the silly 


when 





name; Madhatter. But Glendon looked at 
me and hooted. 


“Wr ort . 
What a goon you are, Rancy!” he cried. 


“Haven't you heard about Alice in 


Wonderland!” 


I could feel my cheeks get hot with em- 


ever 


barrassment. 
“Why I read that book when I was an 


infant!” he finished. 


I stared at him. believing him. but of 
course he didn’t mean it seriously. He was 


just trying to make me feel stupid. 

He got up from his chair and wobbled 
across the bookcase. He 
picked up the books one after the other 
and dropped them on the floor till he found 
the one he wanted. Then he hobbled back 
to me and put it in my hands. 

“There!” he said. “You’ve got to start 
sometime and this shouldn’t be too difficult 


room to the 


for you.” 

I looked at the 
nodded my head. 

It was Glendon who got me reading. just 
by making fun of me, but I have to thank 
him for it just the same—though he was 
wrong about it not being difficult for me. 
I had to spend more time looking up 
meanings in the dictionary than I did in 
reading the stories! 

But that first day my mind was back 
with Lonnie. Nothing else mattered but to 
see him that night. asked Hattie if I 
could go home early and she said it was 
all right with her, as long as Mrs. Bogard 
had nothing for me to do. Just as I was 
leaving to go home I heard the buzzer in 
the kitchen. but I pretended that I didn’t 
and ran all the way down the drive to the 
road, and hurried home as fast as my legs 


book curiously and 


would carry me. 

I took a basin of hot water into the bed- 
room so I could wash up all over to be 
fresh and clean when I saw Lonnie for the 
last time. I was hoping he’d come over of 
his own will, but when I saw the evening 
slipping by I knew I couldn’t wait for him. 
I walked across the fields to his house and 
saw the lights shining from every window 
and heard the laughing before I got very 
near. 

Of course, I should 
family would get together to say goodbye. 
to wish him well as families should, but 
my heart sank a little just the same. know- 
ing that we wouldn’t have this last night 
together after all. 

I looked in the window and watched the 
goings-on for a minute. The kitchen was 
full, mostly of folk I knew. his aunts and 
uncles and sitting and 
laughing and telling stories like you'd ex- 
pect, with Lonnie sitting them 
fidgeting a little, as if he were embarrassed 
by all the notice he was getting. 

I went up and rapped on the door twice 
before his mother heard and and 
opened it to me. 

“Rancy!” she said. 

And I walked in, wishing I didn’t have 
to face all those folk, even though they 
were all friendly and nice people. I just 


have known his 


cousins. around 


amongst 


came 


“Come inside!” 








Smant-Looking Clothes 
STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 
Wien you wish to make a career of dress design- 

ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 
the National Schooi of Dress Design now offers you the 
atlres only, to acquire Pome gee gh ae training which re- 
res —_ — time study at 
with aptitude, our _- home study 
summation’ Course - Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
ackground—a background which 
open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
the work of the wer or the dr ker, 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-doing” 
method, re? under the supervision of a qualified 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. — 

FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! =| 
Clip and mail coupon below at once for 
valuable free booklet, “Adventures in 
Dress Design,” and full particulars, Sent 
postage prepeld y} without obligation, (No 
Salesman W! 


NATIONAL TIOMAL SCHOOL OF SS DESIGN 
835 § Diversey Parkway, | Dept. me 3 Chage Lt, wi, 


WATIONAL SCHOOL OF OF DRESS 5 DESIGN, & Dept. 2c 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 
“Adventures in Dress pesien.” and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 


Name. 
Address 
City. 
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To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 


Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 





Sparkling 8x10 Enlargement 


Mail us any photo, snap- 
shot or negative and 
receive, postpaid, your 
enlargement on double- 


weight paper. Nothing 
ise to riginal re- 


turned unharmed. Get 


On orders of 2 
or more — wallet 
size print FR 


print. C.0 

on orders of 2 or more, FREE 
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wanted a little time with Lonnie and me 
ilone 

| made myself smile, though, and said 
hello to everybody but my eyes were on 
Lonnie, to see how he felt about me coming 
ver, praying for a look of gladness. And 
there it was! When his eyes turned to me 
[ saw it, and my heart lifted. and I watched 
im get up and hurry to me. 

“I’m so glad you came, Rancy,” he said 
ery low. “I been trying to slip away—to 

you for a few minutes—” But his eyes 

flickered back on the group and I knew 
vhat he meant. “I’d of gone over to you 
iter—even if it were midnight.” Then he 
took my arm and spoke more loudly. 
Come and have something to eat,” he said, 
leading me to the table covered with fresh- 
nade pies and chicken and other good 
I looked at the table and felt an 
awful lump in my throat and I knew I 
ouldn’t be able to swallow anything. 

“Help yourself,” Lonnie said, putting a 
lish into my hand. 

But all I could do was look up into his 

es and shake my head. Lonnie took back 
the dish and put it on the table. Then he 
took my hand and led me outside where 
[ could feast my eyes on his face, shadowy 

the dark, and feel his arms around me, 
ding me close for just a little while. 

“Hey, Lon! Where’s Lonnie at?” we 

ard a man’s voice from the kitchen. 

We drew apart fast, as if we were caught 
loing something sinful. 

‘Come back inside.” Lonnie said. taking 

hand. 


(nings. 


“No!” I said. I couldn’t bear to go back 
inside—to try and make talk feeling the 
way I was right then. “I—can’t, Lon!” I 
whispered. 

He looked down at me and he under- 
stood. His arms went around me hard 
again and I clung to him knowing this 
was our goodbye. 

“Please don’t forget about me.” I whis- 
pered. 

“T’'ll never forget about you. Rancy.” he 
said hoarsely. 

“Please—try to write 
do—and I will know—” 

“Yes, yes, I will! I promise!” 
answered. 

“Lon! Hey, Lon!” 

The door was open and his Uncle Porter 
was standing there. “Are you out there, 
Lon?” he called. 

“Goodbye!” I whispered, and I pulled 
away fast and ran all the way across the 


fields home. 


any words will 


Lonnie 


COULDN’T SLEEP MUCH that night. 

I tossed and turned as if I had a fever, 
and whenever I dozed I had nightmares— 
always with Lonnie way off in the distance 
looking at me, reaching out his arms to 
me—but when I’d try to run to him I'd 
find my feet at the edge of a big yawning 
canyon separating us. 

I walked to work the next morning feel- 
ing all tired out before the day had begun. 
All I could think of was Lonnie on the 
train, every minute carrying him farther 


TOUTES AEH ENA EDA 


Being married and having kids and 
responsibilities and all that jazz 
might have been all right for some 
guys, but I had my fill of it. That's 
why I was ripe for a girl like Car- 
men—a girl who was 
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away from me. My heart was like a lead 
weight inside my chest. 

Lonnie kept his word. He did write ,| : 
me almost daily and I would angye) puttin 
every letter, trying hard to put the righ| feel h 
words down. Sometimes I'd try to find, “A 
word in the dictionary and couldn't, i that’s 
Hattie didn’t know how to spell it I'd ag) think! 
Glendon, even if he did make fun of mj He 
Saying what I wanted to Lonnie mattere cried 
more than Glendon’s teasing. But I'd lista} gether 
carefully to things he said, trying to »} “In 
member his way of saying words, trying more | 
to remember things he said about book) and ¥ 
and paints and his stamp collections frog} you & 
far-off places. I’d try to remember every) | jt 
thing and would look in the books in th eyes: 
library, especially during the hours whe} keenh 
the physio-therapist came to work on Glen} it hur' 
don’s legs. And just that little bit of pry) sorry 
ing into great books made me realize hoy, But I 
right Glendon was—I was so ignorant! || | was 
didn’t want to be! I wanted to learn more| my 2 
and struggled on with my reading, even| toldn 
though I still spent more time with the) the W 
dictionary than anything else! vanit} 

Then one day in September Mrs. Bogari| when 
had a heart attack and Hattie asked Aun| admi 
Callie to let me stay on overnight till the| be re! 
worse of the sickness was over. Mrs, Bo| be W 
gard had a nurse full-time, of course, byt} want 
I was needed for so many errands and! the r 
sometimes I’d just sit outside Mrs. Bo Th 
gard’s door while the nurse was out of the| him 
room. heart 

One morning when I was taking the stop | 
trash outside Glendon came to the stable Th 
door and called me. Next to his room he cause 
spent more time with Canterbelle in the  “R 
stable than anyplace else, just grooming) “I 
her as best he could and talking to her, swer 
probably dreaming about the good times. “I 
they’d have again when he was strong _ blote 
enough to ride her across the fields and| look 
through the bridle paths in the hills. | 1: 

“Rancy,” he called again, “come in here | felt 


hit m¢ 
and s¢ 





and help me put on her saddle.” ing | 
“No, I will not,” I said. “You know you the 1 
are not supposed to ride her till Dr. Staple | oe 


ton says you can.” nie. 


Glendon’s face got hard and dark and whil 
he came close to me and grabbed my arm.| 0 © 
“Youll do what I tell you to!” he} tor 
snapped. “Come on!” to ri 
“No!” I cried, trying to pull away from | over 


him. “You aren’t supposed to ride!” ing . 
“Why do I always have to argue with N 


you!” Glendon fumed, squeezing my arm 


harder. “Come on!” 
“Stop it!” I told him. “Yoi’re hurting | SP 
me!” “] 
“I want to hurt you!” he answered | 48 i 
“Now come help me with the saddle!” ™ 
“No!” I cried. “And I wish you'd hurry ‘Tt 
up and grow up so we all wouldn’t have m 
to look after you like you were still a little | self 
child!” pas: 
I knew I shouldn’t have said it, even a8} Sai¢ 
the words came out, but I was so tired ~ 


of his unreasonable ways! 
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For a second I thought he was going to 
hit me, then he grabbed my other arm 
and squeezed it as hard as the other one, 
putting his face so close to mine I could 
feel his breath on my face. 

“A child!” he repeated angrily. “So 
that’s what you think! That’s what you 
think!” 

He was hurting me so bad I could have 
cried out, but I gritted my teeth hard to- 
gether so as not to give in to it. 

“T’m just as old as you are and I can do 
more than you any day if I really want to, 
and you’re such an ignorant little nobody 
you got no right criticizing me!” 

I just stared, frightened, into his angry 
eyes. I didn’t know before that he felt so 
keenly about his handicap. I didn’t know 
ithurt him so badly that he would make me 
sorry I spoke of it by hurting me, too! 
But I should have known. Like he said, 
| was stupid, but all at once the hurt in 
my arms didn’t matter. His terrible anger 
told me so much. I knew, without knowing 
the words, that I’d wounded his masculine 
vanity—an unforgiveable sin, especially 
when he needed courage and praise and 
admiration so badly. He couldn’t bear to 
be reminded that he was crippled and may- 
be would never be the grown man he 
wanted to be—riding his horse and living 
the rough western life he so admired. 

Then, suddenly because I understood 
him and compassion had come into my 
heart, the tears came and I didn’t try to 
stop them. 

They must have melted his anger be- 
cause his face changed. 

“Rancy,” he said low, “don’t hate me!” 

“I don’t hate you, Glendon!” I an- 
swered truthfully. 

“I mean—” he began. But then colored 
blotches came into his cheeks and he 
looked away, letting go of my arms. 

I didn’t know what to say to him and 
felt so glad to see the postman’s car com- 
ing up the drive. I ran out front to get 
the mail and took it inside, all except for 
one—one special letter for me from Lon- 
nie. I kept it in my pocket for a long 
while just touching it with my hand every 
so often and I waited till I had a chance 
to run up to my room before I opened it 
to read the precious words—to say them 
over and over out loud to myself, pretend- 
ing Lonnie was right there! 


FTER LUNCH, when I was taking 
Mrs. Bogard’s tray downstairs Glendon 
stopped me as I passed his room. 

“Rancy, I’m sorry,” he said, real low, 
as if it hurt him to say it. 

“It’s all right,” I said, trying to get by. 
“It doesn’t matter.” 

“But it does!” he answered, putting him- 
self right in front of me so I couldn’t 
pass. “When you get done with that,” he 
said, pointing to the tray, “come back up 
and I'll show you my ivory chessmen, and 
I'll teach you how to play—if you want to.” 


And suddenly Glendon was standing 
there, staring at me! 

“You promised to come back upstairs—” 
he began crossly. But then his eyes fell on 
the letter in my hand and he snatched it 
away from me! 

“No, don’t—!” I cried. “It’s mine! It’s 
my letter!” 

“How do I know!” he snapped. “Maybe 
it belongs to me—or to Grandmama!” 

I’m sure he must have known it was 
mine, but he only said that to get it away 
from me. : 

“Give it back!” I cried, trying to take 
it from him. 

Quick as a flash he took the paper from 
inside and he snickered. 

“Who wrote this—your baby cousin, 
Rancy?” he said laughing, waggling it 
around in front of him. I tried to grab it, 
but he turned his back on me and started 
to read it! 

“My darling Rancy!” Glendon croaked. 
“My darling—” Then he swung around. 
“You got a boy friend, Rancy?” he asked. 

I could feel the blood pounding in my 
neck and up into my cheeks. He knew 


“All right,” I answered, just to get away. 

I thought he was only trying to be nice 
after what happened in the stable, so I 
didn’t think any more about it. 

Hattie told me to start in with the dishes 
and when I’d finished them I noticed the 
wash flapping so white and clean on the 
line and thought to take it in. But when I 
got out into the lazy-warm sunshine I 
leaned against the peach tree for a little 
while and breathed in the sweet-smelling 
wind that carried the fragrance of the gar- 
den out back where I was. 

There wouldn’t be many more days such 
as that and I just relaxed there, letting the 
soft wind ruffle up my hair a little. When 
I put my hand in my pocket and felt Lon- 
nie’s letter, I took it out and looked at it 
again and tried to picture how he must 
have looked-—his big shoulders bent over 
the paper, maybe running his hands 
through his hair trying to think out the 
words to write to me. He was the hand- 
somest boy I’d ever laid eyes on, and now 
that he was away, in a different town, with 
so many other pretty girls to pick from—! 
My heart stopped for just a little minute 
wondering if he’d always be mine. 
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The itching misery of skin trouble 
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ithout me even answering. And his face 
looked so strange. 
“My darling, Rancy!” he snarled again, 
nd his eyes flew over Lonnie’s letter pick- 
out a word here and there and he 
tarted to laugh—laugh at my darling! 
Something exploded inside me. I couldn’t 
bear it! I flung myself at Glendon, knock- 
g him down, as I snatched my letter back 
from him! I didn’t mean to be so rough, 
but I had to get my letter back! He didn’t 
iave any right taking it from me and pok- 
ng fun at my Lon! 
But as soon as I had it safely back in 
y pocket I was sorry for hurting Glendon, 
nd started to help him to get up. 
['m sorry,” I stammered, “I didn’t 
lean 
But as soon as he got back on his feet 
slapped me hard across the cheek. 
“You'll be more than sorry,” he mut- 
tered. “You'll wish you were never born!” 
My face stung with the blow as I stared 
it him. hobbling back into the house. Poor 
Glendon. I didn’t mean to knock him 
down! But I lifted my head and told my- 
elf that he had no right to touch Lonnie’s 
etter, nor to laugh at him either! 
| took the clothes off the lines and went 
side not knowing what to expect. I didn’t 
know if he’d tell Hattie or his grandmother. 
But Hattie said nothing and I started in 
ith the ironing, hoping everything was 
ill right. 
| guess nobody else noticed, but I could 
feel the difference right off. Glendon never 
poke to me any more. He sometimes 
tared black looks at me when I passed 
him or if I had to bring things to his room. 
! felt so uncomfortable I tried to apolo- 
again one time, but he slammed his 
in my face. I longed to show him that 
[| meant no harm, but it was like a sore 
pot festering inside him and there seemed 
» be no way to reach him, to fix the hurt 
I'd done him. 


1001 


(THREE NIGHTS LATER—Thursday— 

was the nurse’s night off. During Mrs. 
Bogard’s worst illness another nurse had 
come in to relieve her, but now that Mrs. 
Bogard was getting on so well, I slept in 
the room next to hers on Thursday nights 
and left the door open between. Nothing 
ever happened before, and Mrs. Bogard 
hardly ever woke up. so it was no extra 
work for me. 

With sickness in the house everyone went 
to bed early during those weeks and I was 
glad of that, too. It gave me long quiet 
hours to write to Lonnie and to read over 
his letters, or even just to sit by the window 
and read, or dream about Lon and me the 
way we were that last summer day to- 
gether. 

Summer was long gone then, but all of it 
came back, warming me inside whenever 
I thought back on it, remembering Lonnie’s 
kisses and his arms so hard around me. 

Suddenly in the darkness below me I 
saw a shape, big and dark and my heart 
went thudding against my chest with fear. 
It was a man! I was just about to run to 
tell Hattie when he looked up toward my 
lighted window and—it was my Lonnie! 
My darling, all dressed up in his uniform 
looking so strange and yet so wonderfully 
handsome my heart thumped again—but 
with joy and excitement at seeing him. 

I gave my hand a little wave, so he’d 
know I had seen him and I hurried quickly 
down the back stairs and unbolted the door 
and slipped out into the darkness. 

His arms were around me in the next 
instant and all my dreaming was over. It 
was all true! He’d come back to me and 
all of it was the same—his lips hard yet 
sweet and melting me as he kissed my 
cheeks and my eyes—seeming to be as full 
of hunger for me as I was for him! 

“Tt’s been so long—so long—” his words 
were echoes of mine unspoken. “Oh. Ran- 
cy!” He was drawing me away with him. 


PT 
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toward the drive. “Come on, we've onl 
got a little while—” 

“IT can’t!” I whispered. “I can’t leay 
Mrs. Bogard tonight.” 

“But [ve got only a bit more than a 
hour,” he said low. “I hopped off tha 
transfer train and I got to get the next ong 
through the junction—” 

“But I can’t go!” I said again, wanting 
more than anything to go wherever h¢ 
wanted. “Stay with me here,” I whispered, 
“and [ll be able to run upstairs every » 
often to see she’s all right.” 

“All right,” he agreed. “If you can't— 

I didn’t want Hattie to hear us, her wip. 
dow being so close by, so I took his hand 
and we walked up toward the stable where 
Canterbelle whinnied, hearing us outside, 

“Come in here, Lonnie,” I said. “Come 
see this little filly. She belongs to Glen. 
don.” 

Lonnie loved horses, though he'd never 
seen one as fine, a real thoroughbred like 
Canterbeile. So for a minute he admired 
her and gave her a handful of hay. 

Then we looked into each other’s shad. 
owy faces, feeling a thousand things to be 
said, wanting to catch up on the many long 
days we’d missed when we couldn’t as 
much as touch hands this way. 

We sat on the mound of hay and [ tried 
to get enough of just looking at Lonnie. 
so big and broad-shouldered and strong. 

“Will you be punished if they know you 
left that train?” I asked him. 

“No,” he said; “long as I report in time 
—in the morning. Ill get the midnight 
milk train.” 

Oh, the awfulness of needing to say so 
much when there was only minutes—and 
the clock was ticking them away so fast! 

“Ts the training hard?” I asked, wonder- 
ing how I could waste time this way when 
so much else was pounding in me. But | 
didn’t know how to say those things! 

“No,” he answered. “Not hard at all. 
But I can’t wait till my time is over. Rancy. 
I need more than anything to be home with 
you.” And suddenly his arms were around 
me hard again. “I want to—oh, Rancy. 
will you marry me as soon as I[ can get 
back on leave?” 

My heart thumped hard, hearing the 
words I longed for more than anything 
else. 

“Oh. yes, Lonnie!” I whispered back. 
“Yes, I will!” 

And I lifted my lips for his kiss to seal 
the vow and I felt him pressing me back 
against the hay and the vow was made, 
but it did not stop there. I knew there was 
no more waiting left in us, loving so hard 
and needing each other, and torn to our 
roots by another separation! It was shoot- 
ing stars and fire, and an aching peace 
afterwards, and I wasn’t sorry while [I still 
clung to Lonnie. 


UT WHEN he’d gone and I felt the 

cold night wind on me and heard the 
sound of Canterbelle whinnying, the awful- 
ness of being alone crushed in on me. 
scrambled to my feet, brushing off the 
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grands of hay, feeling suddenly dirty and 

fled with shame because I'd showed Lon 

[was so easy—because I'd become his wife 

before taking our vows in church before 
! 

What was he thinking of me now—as he 

made his way to the junction in the dark- 
ness? Would he still want to marry me? 
Oh, Lord, 1 said in a whisper, forgive me 
for my sin! 
' Then suddenly I remembered Mrs. Bo- 
gard and how I shirked my duty! I ran to 
the house and saw: the door was open! 
Who had opened it? Had I left it that 
way? No, no! I was certain I had shut 
it when I'd slipped out! But how—? Who 
could have done it? 

Panicky I ran upstairs, then tiptoed into 
Mrs. Bogard’s room and looked at her. She 
was sleeping. Thank you, God! She is 
all right!” I breathed. 

But still something nudged at my insides. 
Why had the door been open? Could Hat- 
tie have done it? But why? Why would 
anybody leave it open! 

I slipped out of Mrs. Bogard’s room and 
saw Glendon, through his open door, bend- 
ing over at his fireplace, with only the flick- 
ering of the flames lighting his room. 

I stopped. wondering if he were all right, 
but then I decided I’d better creep back to 
my own room before he saw me. 

But he’d known I was there all the time! 
He turned to look at me then, and his face 
was dark in shadows. 

“Come in here. Rancy,” he said in a 
strange, low voice. So as not to wake any- 
hody, I thought at first. 

“Come in!” he said again. 

And as I walked to him his face looked 
almost cruel in the flickering light. 

“Shut the door.” he said. 

But I didn’t want to. [ wanted to get 
away! I was suddenly scared of him! 

“Shut it!” he snapped, and so I gave it 
a push and heard it click shut behind me. 

“Now why did I do that!” I asked my- 
self. “Get out! Get out of here!” 

His face sent shivers through me so I 
looked down and there was a long metal 
rod in the fire. 

“What do you want?” I forced myself to 
ay. “Why are you up so late?” 

His face stiffened. 

“Grandmama called you a long while 
ago,” Glendon was saying, “but you weren’t 
here! You were gone, weren’t you?” 

I was going to lie—to say that I’d been 
downstairs with Hattie, but before I could 
-ay the words Glendon rushed on fiercely. 

“I saw you—saw you in the stable with 
him!” 

I clapped my hands to my mouth and 
suddenly the room seemed unsteady. Oh, 
no, I couldn’t bear it! Glendon knowing— 
Glendon seeing me—on top of all my 
shame! I wanted to scream out and say it 
wasn’t true but I couldn’t! No words would 
come from me! I grabbed the bedpost to 
steady me. 

“You read The Scarlet Letter, didn’t you, 
Raney?” Glendon was saying. 


I didn’t know what he was talking about! 
Why was he talking about that—talking 
about books What was the matter 
with him! 

“You haven’t—have you?” 
manded. “Or you'd know!” 

All I could do was shake my head stu- 
pidly. I didn’t know what he meant or why 
he was speaking of it now! 

“She had to wear the scarlet letter be- 
cause she sinned like you,” Glendon spat 


now! 


Glendon de- 


out. “And you’re going to wear one, too! 
I just stared at him numbly. Nothing 


seemed to be reaching my mind. [| didn’t 
know what Glendon was talking about, but 
I saw him make that unsteady rush to the 
fireplace and pull out the branding iron— 
red and smoking—and he turned around 
and stumbled at with the horrible 
thing! 

[ screamed and made a lunge 
him and felt the window against my back. 
I screamed again as I saw that red. smol- 
dering metal piece come toward my face 
saw its devilish glow and smelled its acrid 
felt its heat near my 


me 


away from 


metal and searing 
skin! 

Then something snapped in me. I don’t 
recall what I did but next thing I knew I 
was falling—falling through the darkness 
and there was a roaring, shrieking in my 
ears, then a wrenching jolt as I landed on 
the ground below Glendon’s window. Pain 
washed over me in waves and I moaned. 
Then, thank the blackness carried 
me away from the horror of that night. 

I came to in the hospital in town. I'd 
broken my left leg in the fall and had 
countless cuts and bruises, besides the se- 
vere burn on my arm—where I'd thrown 
up my hand to shield my face from the 
branding iron! 

It was days before I got over the shock 
of remembering those awful minutes in 
Glendon’s room. Every time the memory 
came back to me I’d start shaking all over 
and my body would get wet and icy—till 
the nurse would come and give me medica- 
tion to ease the pain of my leg. Then I'd 
find relief again for a little while and for- 
get the terrible thing I’'d done and how 
cruelly Glendon had punished me. 

When Lonnie got to see me I was still 
so upset I couldn’t rightly talk to him. I 
felt dead inside. not filled with the love I 
always felt before. Even when he buried 
his head against my arm, begging me to 
forgive him, somehow I couldn’t bring my- 
self to ease his misery, maybe because I 
was still too filled up with my own suffer- 
ing and shame. 

Hattie came to see me often and one day 
I made myself tell her the whole story. She 
pressed her lips tight for a while thinking. 

“You mustn’t tell the doctor—or any- 
body else about all this,” she warned me. 
“The shock might kill Mrs. Bogard you 
know—if this scandal spread around 
town.” 

I hadn’t even thought about her. But 
Hattie was right. I knew I couldn’t hurt 
Mrs. Bogard. 

“Besides, 


Lord, 


Rancy,” she was _ saying, 
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| wondering how Glendon could have acted 


“young Glendon has been sick, truly sich 
since all this happened! It ain’t goin’ , 
help him none to be arrested!” 

Arrested! Oh, no! I didn’t want that! 
It wouldn’t help me, or change what hap. 
pened. Nothing would ever help me—nq 
till I knew God had forgiven me for wha 
I'd done. Maybe, I told myself, maybe jj 
I forgave Glendon, God would be good tp 
me and forgive me, too! 

“Tell Glendon,” I whispered, ‘“—telj 
him. I’m truly sorry—about everything.” 
Hattie nodded and patted my hand. 

“Men in love have done much worse” 
she was saying, “when they got spurned 
for somebody else.” 

“Men in love?” I repeated stupidly. 

“Yes, that’s what I said,” Hattie told me. 
“That boy’s loved you for months.” 

I couldn’t believe that! Why it couldn’ 
be so! He’d laughed at me and teased me 
and even hurt me so bad—and besides—he 
was white and—! 

Hattie was nodding, knowing so much 
more than me. 

“Anybody with eyes could have seen it,” 
she said. “I’m glad, Rancy, you forgive 
him.” 

I watched Hattie leave, all mixed up witn 


like he did—if he really cared for me. But 
it was past my knowing. 
Aunt Callie came in then and I was sw 
glad to see her tears pushed up in my eyes, 
“Soon’s you’re better and able to walk 
you gotta’ get home and see how Uncle 
Jace’s painted over the whole bedroom for 
you, Rancy!” she was saying. 
And it made my heart feel good to know 
I was still wanted there, and was so anxious 
to get home and see the kids and all! | 
took her hand, that red, rough work-worn 
hand, and kissed it, thanking God for giv- 
ing me this wonderful second mother. 
I went home, my body nearly healed, 
but it took a long while before my spirits 
lifted out of hell. I was grateful to feel 
needed by the family, to keep busy with 
chores that helped Aunt Callie and helped 
me to forget things that still hurt so much 
to think on. That was a year ago. 
Soon Lonnie will be discharged from the 
Army. He wrote and said the first thing 
he’s going to do is put in his foundation 
for a house—our house. But there’s an 
ache in my heart every time I think of what 
we've lost. 
That first, most precious love, with all its 
innocent wildness is somehow gone from 
me. I know I love Lonnie still, in a differ- 
ent way, and pray he loves me too, but ! 
know I’ll never have the white-dress-wed- 
ding I dreamed of all my life. We won't 
have that sweet, pure love to offer each 
other on our wedding night—like we would 
have had if only we’d told our heart to 


sha 


Sal 


you 


sul] 


eve 
of | 


eve 





wait. I truly know now that kind of love 
is worth the waiting for. THE END 
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The One Man 
(Continued from Page 42) 


one of his gargantuan meals, if he rewards 
the waiter with a nickel—or even worse, a 
sneer, tread carefully, this guy’s got it bad. 
Close in makeup to the miser, he uses 
money as a weapon, and the battle usually 
gets hottest after the marriage. Often, the 
enemy becomes his wife. He'll hold money 
over her head like a whip, scientists say, 
and she can never expect to get her due 
in clothes or allowance—maybe even food 
for the baby. 

The gluttonous lawbreaker has one other 
fault that plants him solidly on the DAN- 
GER!! list. (And if you think one man 
could not successfully pass off these faults 
as he puts his best foot forward to impress 
a girl, you’re sadly mistaken.) Chocolate 
Cassanova. When he goes to a party, this 
gent is as frisky as a pup—a hungry one— 
and his mischievousness is not considered 
cute. Convinced he is sending the women 
out of this world with his suggestive re- 
marks and insinuations, he is unappreci- 
ated, unwanted, and considered a most of- 
fensive fly in the ointment. 

Reproached by a fiancé or wife, he will 
hurl charges of jealousy. He'll tell his wife 
he “needs” the attention of several women. 
But with sufficient encouragement, this 
man will be grossly unfaithful and prove 
his interest in the other woman is not al- 
ways as harmless as he would have his wife 
believe. 

Ofttimes, this Beau Brummel is a social 
climber, anxious to “pal” with socialites 
and drop names of important folks he “had 
a martini with last week.” If he was born 
in his father’s dirt-floor sharecropper’s 
shack, it'll become a plantation. He'll 
build you up to be as sultry and savage as 
Sallie Blair, but berate you mercilessly if 
you fail to come up to his expectations. In 
all, he will be restless, hard to please, and 
sulky. 

Now if your man exhibits some of these 
characteristics, it does not mean you should 
snatch your beret and scamper to the near- 
est exit, but it does indicate that you would 
be wise to go slow, saunter back down to 
earth and take your time trading rings. 
Then there is always the woman who 
stumps the experts by managing to be ex- 
tremely happy as the wife of the last man 
on earth she should have married. How- 
ever, this demands a degree of maturity few 
of us have. One thing is sure, no man was 
ever reformed by marriage. Of course, the 
kinds of behavior described can be used 
only as clues, not conclusions. 

“The main thing,” warns Dr. Crissey, “is 
to give him a chance to reveal more about 
himself,” 

And if what is revealed is not a marked 
improvement, don’t be in any hurry to set 


the wedding date. THE END 
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The Skeleton In My Family 


(Continued from Page 37) 


ing you can do, child,” 
whisper. “Believe me. I know.” 

I nodded dumbly. I had said it impul- 
sively. I didn’t really want to go to Mama. 
If Clyde wanted to know why she wasn’t 
coming to the wedding, I would make some 
excuse. 

So I just wrote Mama a note—my first— 
telling her I was going to get married with- 
out saying when, then I plunged into the 
wedding preparations. Being busy helped 
me forget my decision not to invite Mama. 

There was more to becoming a bride 
than I had ever imagined. Invitations, 
church and reception arrangements, bridal 
gown fitting double-checking 
everything, last-minute problems. When | 
finally walked down the aisle, I was sure 
I was the most distraught, haggard-looking 
bride in history. 

Later, after the ceremony, Clyde dis- 
pelled any fears I might have had. “You 
are the prettiest bride that ever lived,” he 
said with a wide grin. “Whatever did you 
see in a man like me?” 

“Everything.” I answered, and went into 
his arms. 

We were alone now, the world and all its 
absurdities and cruelties locked outside our 
bedroom door. We were alone with our 
love—a love that burst into magnificent 
fulfillment when we melted together in 
that first supreme secret moment of mar- 
riage. 


sessions, 


(THREE LEARS LATER, for the second 

time in my existence I was leading a 
completely new life. I was a wife and 
mother of two young sons, Clyde Jr. and 
Jerry. We lived in an upper-middle class 
community. I belonged to a church, a 
bridge club and a civic organization. On 
weekends, Clyde and the boys and I went 
on auto trips or visited friends in the sub- 
urbs. Life was as pleasant as I could ask. 

Once in a while, I thought of Mama, 
and soothed my conscience by sending her 
a little money or a gift, along with a letter 
telling her about the family. Now, out of 
the blue, Mama was coming to visit us. In- 
stinctively, I remembered the day Clyde had 
come home from the office with his face 
tightly drawn and ate dinner in silence. It 
wasn’t until later, when we were in bed, 
that I found out what was wrong. 

“T fired a man today,” he had told me. 
“George Wilson, a guy with a wife and 
two kids, just like me.” Clyde was silent 
for a long while. 

“But I had to do it, Jenny,” he went on 
finally. “He’s been drinking, goofing up 
deals. He just wasn’t doing the company 
or himself any good. I gave him every 


she said in a slow 


chance, talked to him, pleaded with him, 
It didn’t do any good. I know I keep liquo, 
here in the house for entertaining, by 
sometimes I wish they had never invented 
alcohol.” 

I remembered it all now. And if that's 
the way Clyde felt, how was he going to 
like having -a drunkard for a mother-ip. 
law? But I couldn’t turn Mama dow, 
again. I had made excuses before. Noy. 
I couldn’t make any more. We would have 
to have this thing out and done with, 

Maybe, I hoped against hope. Mama 
would be better. Maybe she would behave 
herself. Maybe she wouldn’t stay long 
Maybe... 

When I told Clyde that Mama was con. 
ing to visit, he liked the idea. “I was be. 
ginning to think you didn’t really have a 
mother at all or that you were ashamed of 
your old man and didn’t want her to see 
what you had married,” he teased. 

Ashamed of Clyde! There was a bitter 
laugh inside me as I heard his words. How 
little he suspected who I was reall 
ashamed of. 


HE DAY we went to the railroad station 

~ to meet Mama I was as nervous as a cat. 

I don’t know exactly what kind of night- 
mare | expected. Perhaps I thought Mama 
would lurch off the train, reeking with 
whiskey and making a spectacle of herself. 

I hardly recognized the neat, respectable- 
looking woman who stepped off the train. 
and as I held her in my arms, I thought 
my heart would break. I had glimpsed in 
one sharp moment the picture of all the 
horrors she had been through over the 
years. Mama, who once had the sweetest 
face in all memory. looked like a tired. 
haggard old woman. 

Clyde was so wonderful with her. She 
loved him immediately and he treated her 
like she were a queen on a royal visit. The 
boys greeted her gleefully and the look of 
pride and happiness on her face momen- 
tarily erased all the lines of hurt and de- 
spair which had made me feel as though 
my heart would break. 

I had prepared a big dinner, and Clyde. 
Mama and the boys talked in the living 
room as I bustled about the kitchen, taking 
care of the finishing touches. I smiled to 
myself as I thought how beautifully every: 
thing was going. Then Clyde called out 
to me gaily: 

“Jenny, where did you hide the liquor? 
Mother and I want a highball so we cat 
fortify ourselves against that awful mess 
you're putting together out there.” 

I stood frozen in front of the stove. 


Where did I hide the liquor! If Clyde but 
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but 


knew the significance of his careless words. 

[had put away all the bottles we usually 
kept in the bar. I could imagine Mama’s 
guilt and shame as she heard the words 
(lyde had asked me. 

“Come here, dear,” I called to my hus- 
hand. That was another mistake, I feared 
later. Maybe if I had gone into the room 
naturally with a bottle, nothing might have 
come of the incident. Instead, I called 
Clyde out and whispered to him that I'd 
rather not have the liquor out just yet, that 
{| would explain later. He looked puzzled, 
shrugged his shoulders and returned to the 
living room. But almost immediately he 
was back in the kitchen. 

*That’s funny.” he told me. “When I 
went back in the living room, your mother 
had gone to her room. Told the kids she’s 
not going to eat now, that she had a bad 
headache. She was laughing and talking 
aminute ago. but didn’t say anything about 
aheadache to me.” 

I hung my head in remorse. My 
ging had Mama’s welcome. I 
started to go to her, but the kids came 
swarming into the kitchen at that moment, 
demanding dinner. I put it on the table. 
[ didn’t really know what to say to Mama 
anyway. 

We ate dinner, 
curious questions about why “Grandma” 
wasn’t eating with us. Clyde had little to 
say, and I knew he was wondering what 
was wrong. 

Later, I went to Mama’s room and called 
her, but she didn’t answer. I peeked in the 
door and she seemed to be sleeping. 

Icouldn’t sleep well that night. My con- 
science seemed to prod me. I kept think- 
ing of poor Mama, how she had hoped to 
find a bit of joy by coming to us. And I 
had ruined it all with my stupidity. I tossed 
and turned for an hour. and then I could 
stand it no longer. 

I headed for Mama’s room. 
her forgiveness. throw my arms around her 
and comfort her as she had comforted me 
when I was a child and afraid of the light- 
ning. 

I was surprised to see the light on in her 
room and heard her moving around inside. 
[knocked. There was no answer. I turned 
the knob and went in. 

Mama turned to look at me with the eyes 
of a wild woman. A half-empty pint bottle 
of whiskey was on the night table by the 
bed. She was packing her suitcase. 

“Mama!” I cried. “Whatever are you 
doing?” 

She lurched toward me and I took her in 
my arms. The fumes of whiskey made me 
shudder. Mama was crying bitterly. 

“S’no good, baby,” she sobbed. “I’m no 
good. Just an old drunk. Goin’ home, baby. 
Goin’ home and leave you alone.” 

I broke down and cried with Mama. 

Suddenly, the door opened, and there 
stood Clyde. sleepy-eyed and wondering. 


bun- 
ruined 


trying to satisfy the boys’ 


[ would beg 





“What on earth is going on here?” he 


demanded. “What are you two bawling 
about?” 

“Clyde, please, go back to—” I started, 
but Mama let out a high, wild laugh that 
froze the words in my throat. 


“Don’t you know?” Mama _ wheezed. 
“Jenny hasn’t told you? Your mother-in- 
law is a drunk, Clyde, boy, a rip-roarin’ 
drunk.” She staggered uneasily as she 
reached for the bottle to take another 
drink. 

“Mama!” I cried. rushing to take the 
bottle from her. Then I turned to Clyde. 


His eyes, cold as steel. were riveted on me, 
accusing me of deceit. 
“Let me talk 
Jenny,” he said finally. 
“No, Clyde 
“Jenny, please!” he 
I walked out of the 


with your mother alone, 
o protested. 
said sternly. 


room and down the 


hall. 

An hour passed—an hour during which 
[ faced my own judgment. I had been 
guilty of a great wrong. I had become so 
involved with my own selfish quest for 


happiness that I had deserted Mama. I 
terrible sorrow she had 
I had 


shunned her as if she had a 


had added to the 


experienced my father’s death. 
ignored her, 
realized all of an in- 
this broken 
No one else in 


May- 


plague. Fiercely, | 


stant that whatever she was, 
old woman was my mother. 
the family had been able to help her. 
be if I 

the and sat 


He was quiet for a 


LYDE CAME 


down on the bed. 


into room 


long while before he turned his tired face 
to mine. 
long as you live,” he said slowly, 
“don’t ever hide anything from me again.” 
I wanted to protest. to explain. but I 
could only cry. 
“You haven’t been fair to either of us. 
he went on. 
Clyde,” I sobbed. “I 
knew how you felt about heavy drinking.” 


“a es.” 


a prejudice about something until it really 


me or your mother,” 

“T was so afraid. 
he said slowly, “it’s easy to have 
hits you.” 

I looked up at him in surprise. 

“T told your mother she’s at home now,” 
Clyde went on. “Maybe she'll embarrass 
us. Maybe she'll be a nuisance sometimes. 
Maybe there'll be I'm 
I asked her to stay. 
she’s your mother. 


days when 
But I love her because 


That makes her mine 


sorry 


and somehow, I believe that love and care 
can do a lot for anybody who is trying to 
help themselves. And Jenny, when your 
mother came here, she was trying.” 

I couldn’t him in words. My 
tears answered him. Clyde held me close. 
He knew my tears were tears of gratitude 
and repentance and thanksgiving, because 
I had a husband who truly knew the mean- 
ing of the word love. THE END 
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Shamed By My Sister’s Sin 


(Continued from Page 31) 


when I did go home, I took more work 
with me than was necessary. I decided to 
learn to play bridge, then I went bowling, 
but didn’t like either. I spent hours just 
looking at my face in the mirror and won- 
dering what I could do to change it,.to 
make me more attractive, perhaps even 
glamorous. I thought of going to church, 
but the few times that I had been since 
Mama had died, I had been miserable. I 
didn’t want anybody preaching to me. 

Maybe if I hadn’t been so lonely I might 
1ot have fallen so hard for Bradford. I 
guess if I had ever let Jean talk to me, 
he might have told me that there would 
be a Brad, some day. But I had never let 

guard down. I wasn’t ever going to 

let Jean get close to me again, not after 
what she had done. 

Mama could forgive, but that’s because 
he was getting old and wasn’t really right 
in the head during her last years, or she 
wouldn’t have been so soft and mushy with 
Leo. Why couldn’t Jean have named him 
Bobby or Jimmy or Jack? Why did she 
have to label him as illigitimate? 

[ met Bradford Johnson one night when 
| couldn’t stand being alone any longer. I 
wasn’t much of a visitor by nature, but 
that night I knocked at my next-door neigh- 
bor’s and pretended to want to return a 

ord I had borrowed earlier. I just 
wanted her to ask me to sit and talk for 
1 while. Her husband, Bill, was talking 
to this pleasant-looking fellow, and at first 
[ didn’t even pay any attention to his good 
looks. I guess I was embarrassed for fear 
they would think I knew they had company 
when I really didn’t. 


After they introduced us, Edna and Bill 
insisted that I join them in a beer. They 
were just talking, so I agreed. I really 
didn’t want to go back to that lonely little 
room next door. 

For the first time in months, as we sat 
talking, I found that I wasn’t thinking of 
myself. Brad and Bill were both inter- 
ested in politics and the discussion was 
lively and at times even heated as they 
discussed the pros and cons of machine 
control by one party or the other in our 
town. Since I didn’t know as much about 
those things as they did, I felt I had bet- 
ter keep quiet and just listen. 

It was nearly midnight when I went 
home, and I slept like a log for the first 
time in months. I had enjoyed the com- 
pany. I needed it so. I wanted to join 
them again, but Brad had only smiled and 
said goodnight when I left, so I didn’t feel 
that I could barge in again unless I was 
asked. 

That night, after I had washed my lone 
plate, cup and saucer, I turned on my rec- 
ord player and settled back into my own 
loneliness. Minutes later, Edna knocked 
on the door. Brad had called her and 
wanted my telephone number. Edna want- 
ed to know if she should give it to him. 

Was she crazy? Of course she should. 

I could hardly contain my agitation 
while I was waiting for my phone to ring. 
When it did, it was one of the girls I 
worked with. She just wanted to talk shop, 
and I could hardly be civil until she 
seemed to feel my coolness and hung up. 

Then he called. “I telephoned a few 
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|! had done everything I could for her 
and all the thanks I ever got was 
the look of quiet hate in her eyes. 
Where had | failed her? 
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minutes ago, but your line was busy,” 
said. 

“That was one of my co-workers,” I tolj 
him, “and she didn’t really have anything 
to say. Edna told me you had asked {o, 
my number and I was rather expecting yoy 
to call.” I blushed at my forwardnes, 
What was happening to me? I kney. 
though, that this tall, nut-brown man with 
the quiet, intelligent smile had done some. 
thing to me. I didn’t want to analyze it, | 
just wanted to close my eyes and feel jt 

He was still talking, asking what did | 
like to do, did I like music, how about the 
ballet. When I said I had never seen the 
ballet, he seemed surprised. 

“The New York City Ballet will be here 
for a week beginning tomorrow. If I cap 
still get tickets, will you go with me?” he 
asked. 

“I'd love to,” I answered. 

Two days later, Brad had the tickets 
and our date was set. I was so nervous 
I didn’t know whether I was fifteen or 
twenty-two. I couldn’t get his face or the 
sound of his voice out of my mind. | 
dressed with special care that evening, and 
for the first time I was more aware of my 
body than my face. I was proud of my 
small waist and firm breasts. My hips 
were round and smooth with no bulges in 
the wrong places. I thought, blushing as 
I did, that if he should ever see my body, 
the sight of it would not be unpleasant 
to him. 

The ballet was beautiful, the music and 
color seemed to roll over me in waves. | 
felt as though I were lifted out of myself 
into another world, and the masculine 
scent that Brad used only intensified my 
feelings of sensuousness. 

We stopped by a small, intimate bar 
near my building after the ballet, and had 
brandy and coffee. I suddenly realized that 
this night was over and I didn’t want it 
to end. It had been too beautiful, too 
perfect to stop now. 

When we got outside my apartment door. 
I extended my hand and thanked Brad 
for such a pleasant evening. He looked at 
me and said rather sarcastically: “You're 
kidding. I don’t say goodnight to my girls 
in a hallway.” 

That should have jolted me back to real- 
ity, but I was sure of myself, confident 
that I could take care of any angles that 
he might think up. I had been putting 
boys in their place for years. 

That was the problem; they were boys, 
Brad was a man. 

I put some records on the phonograph 
and turned on a small lamp near the low 
couch. I didn’t have any liquor in the 
place, so I offered to make coffee. 

“Why don’t you stop running, Marcy.” 
Brad said, seeing my obvious nervousness. 
“Come sit down. You're a big girl now.” 

I sat down and immediately he pulled 
me close to him. In a moment his mouth 
was covering mine, and his strong arms 
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were bending my supple body to his. He 
made none of the fumbling motions that 
the boys I had known made and that I had 
so competently discouraged. His move- 
ments were swift and sure, and before I 
had a chance to decide whether I wanted 
to or not, I was his... 


eT . I asked him anxiously: 
“Brad, do you love me?” And I 
thought secretly that this might be the 
answer. Mrs. Bradford Johnson. Then I 
wouldn’t be alone any more. 

“Marcy. Marcy, don’t be a child,” Brad 
reproached me. “How you speak of love. 
Do I love you? I don’t know. You're a 
lovely young woman. I didn’t realize until 
just now that there were any like you 
left. But when you speak of love between 
aman and a woman, it’s more than just 
sex, Marcy. Don’t forget that.” 

I felt like a small child who had carried 
dandelions to her mother because they 
were such pretty yellow flowers, only to 
have them thrown in the garbage can as 
weeds. I could have cut my tongue out. I 
wanted to hide my face with shame. I was 
no better than Jean. Not as good. I had 
given myself to a man I had seen only 
twice, a man who made no pretense of 
being in love with me, and who accused 
me of being immature by equating love 
with sex. I wanted Brad to leave me alone 
with my shame and horror. What a fool 
I was! 

I moved quickly to the door without 
looking at him. “Please go now,” I mur- 
mured. 

After he was gone, I was sickened and 
humiliated. I tried to think of who to 
blame, but in my heart I knew there was 
only one person responsible for me: that 
was myself. 

After that, I avoided Edna and Bill next 
door. I didn’t want to see anyone connect- 
ed with Bradford Johnson. He was too 
smooth, too polished for me. I had stum- 
bled out of my depth and almost drowned. 
T couldn’t handle him or myself, so I had 
to stay away from everything connected 
with him. Unconsciously, though, I found 
myself reading a book that he had men- 
tioned, and I began looking for reviews of 
plays and taking a more active interest 
in politics and current events because Brad 
was so well-informed. 

Time dragged on. He didn’t call. The 
speeches that I had prepared to use when 
he did, all dried up in my mind. Soon I 
found that there was hardly a waking mo- 
ment when Brad was not in my mind. 

Meanwhile, I avoided seeing Jean and 
Leo. I didn’t want her to guess my guilty 
secret. I knew that she would be able to 
read it in my face and I couldn’t let her 
know that I had fallen so easily when I 
had been so hard on her. 

Finally, I could stand it no longer. I 
wanted some contact with him, even if it 
Were only a second-hand one, so I went to 


see Bill and Edna. They were warm and 
friendly. apparently not aware that I had 
been avoiding them. We talked about 
everything but Brad, though his name was 
on the tip of my tongue. Still, I couldn’t 
find the right words to bring him into our 
conversation. Finally, I went home, more 
frustrated than ever. 


HREE DAYS LATER he called. I 

wasn’t sure why, unless Edna had told 
him I visited them. Brad offered no ex- 
planation for not having called before, and 
I was so glad to hear his voice that I did 
not ask an explanation of him. When he 
suggested we have dinner together the next 
evening, I said yes immediately. 

I could hardly teach that day. The fact 
that Miss Muff met Miss Mop on a mat 
was not uppermost in my mind. The day 
wore on until finally it was ended and I 
was at home. I pulled out three dresses 
before deciding on the one that I would 
wear. Finally, it was time for him to come, 
and then past time. It seemed as though 
the clock raced and still he didn’t come. 

Then the doorbell rang. I had been 
listening so intently for it that it actually 
sounded like a gong. I jumped at the same 
moment the telephone rang. It was Jean. 
I cut her off shortly by telling her that I 
had company. 

Brad looked handsomer than ever. My 
heart kept pounding and my palms were 
damp and sticky and a small voice inside 
me said: “You’ve flipped.” I answered it: 
“T don’t care.” 

Brad was casual during dinner, and I 
tried hard to match his air with an equally 
casual one. His knowledge of food was 
beyond reproach, and he made even the 
simplest gestures meaningful as he lit my 
cigarette or held my chair. He ordered 
wine as though he had been raised with a 
wine list under his pillow. Yes, he was 
different from any man I had ever known. 
In spite of myself, I felt flattered that I 
appealed to him, even if he didn’t love me. 
By the time the food came, the excitement 
and the wine had filled me up completely. 
I ate only a small mouthful of my steak 
and I knew that Brad was probably think- 
ing that he would have done better to buy 
me a hot dog. 

After dinner we drove along the lake 
shore before going back to my apartment. 
I was almost afraid to breathe for fear of 
shattering the dream. Though I was acute- 
ly aware of his presence, he didn’t touch 
me once. I wanted him to. I wanted him 
to make love to me again, my only fear 
being that he did not want me. Was I so 
immature? If he would only give me an- 
other chance, I would make him happy on 
his terms, not mine. And I would remem- 
ber not to mention love. That might scare 
him away again, and I couldn’t stand that. 

Later, in my apartment, after he had 
made love to me and I had responded vi- 
brantly, I thought: You fool. You rejected 
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sur own sister jor being a woman, and 
now a man’s head is resting on the yellow 
pillow slip with the blue daisies that she 
broidered for you, and he is not your 


so much real character in her face. Is she 
much older than you?” 
“A little.” I said. 


“Her boy is fine. too.” Brad said. “Is 












knew that I was not different, that Braj 
considered me as he considered the othe 
women he had known. Why had he neve 
married? He was secure financially aj 





sband. she divorced?” he certainly had charm enough for am 

I started to tell him the truth, that she woman. Was it that no woman was goo 
Fh TER THAT NIGHT, Brad called me had never been married, that Leo was il- enough for his wife? ro 
almost daily, and we saw each other _ legitimate, but I couldn’t bring myself to The tears were rolling down my cheek Y 
ce or twice during the week and always’ doit. So I lied. “Yes, yes she is divorced.” __in torrents, and I suddenly felt hysterical) when 
» Saturday and Sunday. Though I didn’t Then I quickly changed the subject by — that I could not stand life any longer, | she s 
ention love and he didn’t mention it—or mentioning a book I had read. just didn’t have sense enough or judgmen the J 
arriage—I came to believe that he did Brad left earlier than usual that night enough to live. Brad had said that Jeay didn't 
me and that sooner or later he would and without making love to me. He didn’t had real character in her face. What wa It 
1ention them both. call for two days, and when I called him, in my face? I remembered hearing some. that | 
One afternoon, Jean and little Leo came he seemed withdrawn and short. I didn’t where that the sum of a person’s life js af is 
when Brad was there. I introduced Jean want to ask when I would see him, but — written on their face. “Y 
my sister, but when I started to in- finally I did. He pleaded that he was tied What had Jean done that was so wrong? misti 
roduce her son, I became flustered and up at work and thought he might have to She had been a loyal daughter. She had close 
ildn’t say his name. go out of town for a few days. He said — sacrificed her youth and chances for hap for Wl 
Jean saw my difficulty and said quickly: he would call when he came back. piness for me. She had cared for Mama rn 
[his is my son, Mr. Johnson. Leo, shake Three more days passed, and I didn’t when she was sick. Cleaning up after ye 
inds with Mr. Johnson.” hear from him. but I didn’t really worry Mama had turned my stomach; maybe it think 
Leo was growing into a fine, sturdy little because I thought he was out of town. I turned Jean’s too, but she had done it and i ; 
oy. He was quick and very friendly, and had borrowed some records from Edna _ never complained. She had fallen sincere. sae 
before long he was asking Brad about air- and I decided I would return them after _ ly in love with a man who loved her, and much 
lanes and boats and whether he had a dinner. It was the fourth day that I had who cared for her child, even though he Anyv 
ir. Then suddenly he was saying proud- not heard from Brad, and I was totally could not legally make her his wife. Walk 
Vy daddy has a car and he takes me unprepared when I walked into Edna’s No, Jean had not been the loose woman) “" 
iding when he comes to see me, and when and saw him seated in the living room. I had thought. She had courage. I had work 
ret to be a big boy he’s going to let On the couch beside him sat a beautiful been careful not to get caught in the way Lom 
drive his car.” woman of about thirty-five. I didn’t go in, Jean had, but did that make me a better ot 
Jean left shortly after that and when _ but handed the records to Edna at the door woman? If I had been caught, would | Th , 
had gone, Brad asked: “Marcy, why and hurrried back to my apartment. have had the courage to have my child h 2 
\ve you never mentioned your sister or Once inside, my heart was pounding and and love it as Jean had? tp 
er child hefore?’” my eyes misty with tears as I cursed my- My heart seemed to break inside my ort 
Oh, I thought [ had,” I lied lamely. self for believing that I was different—that body with the agony of my thoughts. It het 
They are nice people,” Brad went on. [ could give myself to a man so willingly was then that I remembered the small out 
ir sister is an especially fine woman, and not be held in contempt by him. I pottle of sleeping pills that would take me and 
away from all the recriminations and self-[ Merc 
Hudnnonnt reproach. Maybe God and Mama and Jean § the 1 
would forgive me for being so narrow and § went 
not seeing myself as I really was. but 
I loved Brad, but I didn’t really think with 
HOW FLL D Y A about him when I swallowed the pills. | I 
just thought of Jean and Mama and little } war 
| Leo. When I went to sleep, I was thinking rock: 
KNOW YOUR HUSBAND + that I wouldn’t have to be ashamed of Leo | think 
and Jean anymore. and 
Id g 
VI Y DOCTOR just left after telling me tie 

° . = that I can have visitors now. I haven't 
So you knew him well enough to marry him, seen anyone since they brought me in un ue 
conscious a week ago. had 

e rac > + 

but just how well was that? I was told Brad has brought his older | 4, 
sister down to meet me—the woman I had | cam, 
seen with him at Edna’s. They had the | five 
No matter how long it has been since you superintendent of the building let them | didn 
in when I didn’t answer my bell. They | ment 
. ” m= knew I was home, and they found me be } _ hapy 
said, ] do, fore the pills could run their fatal course. | deat 
I have a loving note from Jean, and 3 A 
. 7 cute picture from Leo with the words: | Hen 
you still may be married to a stranger “Ger well soon, Aunt Marcy.” | fat 
And Brad’s flowers are on the table be | ™°' 
side me. I believe he loves me, but I know Mot 
he will never marry me. Brad just isn't nee 
i er the marrying kind, and what there was . T 
Try the new marital quiz in the September TAN between us must be over and done. ms 
True, I was shamed by my sister’s sil, fath 
but it is my own greater sin that I must § 4, 
MO AcTUATIITITMITMMMTHHMTHMMTMMMMMMMMMMMMM = — Live with now, THE END hely 
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Afraid To Love 


(Continued from Page 33) 


“You must take a positive approach 
when you go job-hunting. Miss Rainey.” 
she said. “You assumed you wouldn't get 
the job even before you got here, now 
didn’t you?” 

I nodded. “I learned a long time ago 
that the only way never to be disappoint- 
ed is not to expect anything.” 

“You’re awfully young to be so _pessi- 
mistic.” Miss Mercer said, studying me 
closely. “I wonder if you’d be too young 
for this job?” 

“I'm only twenty-one, but I’ve had a 
lot of experience.” I said confidently. “I 
think I can handle it.” 

I think something about me convinced 
Miss Mercer that I did have experience, 
much more than the average girl of 21. 
Anyway. she looked over my diploma from 
Walker Beauty College and my state li- 
cense and told me to report ready for 
work on Monday morning. Thanking her, 
Icouldn’t help but return the smile she 
gave me. 

She said, “That’s a nice smile you have. 
The customers appreciate an operator who 
has a pleasant personality.” 

I said goodbye and hurried out. Why 
bother to explain that I had nothing in 
the world to smile about? She’d find that 
out for herself soon enough. In fact— 
and I shuddered at the thought—Miss 
Mercer herself would soon get a taste of 
the misfortune that followed wherever I 
went. I was bad luck not only to myself 
but to anyone who had anything to do 
with me. 

I found a bar and went in for my reg- 
war afternoon pick up—Scotch on the 
rocks, I sat there sipping my drink and 
thinking back over my short, but crowded 
and so unhappy life. It was painful, but 
I'd gotten into the habit of doing it; like 


worrying an aching tooth with your 
tongue. 
As far back as I can remember I'd 


been a jinx. Sooner or later, anyone who 
had anything to do with me found that out 
the hard way. It began the very day I 
came into this world; my mother died 
five hours after I was born. Of course, I 
didn’t ask to be born but from the mo- 
ment I was old enough to know what had 
happened, I blamed myself for Mother’s 
death. 

And though he never put it into words, 
Henry felt the same way. Henry was my 
father, who seemed more like an uncle to 
me when I finally got to know him. Losing 
Mother hit him so hard that he walked 
right out of the hospital and dropped out 
of sight for seven years. 

I was reared by my Aunt Del, who took 
me home with her from the hospital. My 
father sent money from whatever part of 
the world he happened to be in and that 
helped take some of the load off Aunt Del 


and Uncle Mack. 
their own daughter. But my father never 
came to see me. and not once did I ever 


who brought me up as 


get a letter from him. 

Just before my seventh birthday my 
father suddenly showed up. We looked up 
one day and there he was standing in the 
doorway, loaded down with packages as if 
he’d just come back from the corner gro- 
cery store. But the gifts he’d brought with 
him were much too wonderful to have come 
from such an ordinary place. Father had 
picked them up in his travels, and it was 
like Christmas and Easter and my birth- 
day rolled into one. 

He reached down and picked me up. I 
thought he was going to cry when he 
searched my face earnestly, then said in 
his big, solemn voice, “Just as I knew 
she’d be, Del,” he said to my aunt. “The 
spittin’ image of her mother.” He heaved 
a heavy sigh and put me down. “I guess 
that’s one reason I came back.” 

Aunt Del was smiling happily and dab- 
bing at her eyes at the same time. “It’s 
so good to see you, Henry,” she said. 
“Every night I prayed that someday you’d 
come back to Stella. She needs you.” 


ATER, as I lay in bed too excited to 

sleep. I heard my father talking with 
Aunt Del and Uncle Mack in the living 
room. It seemed he talked for hours about 
his adventures; the places he’d seen, the 
things he’d done. But then he said, “There 
was nothing left for me after she died, but 
I learned you can’t run away from things, 
Mack. I’ve been through two wars and 
been to places in the world that aren’t 
even on the map, but right now the pain 
hurts just as bad as it did that night at 
the hospital.” 

“IT guess I know how you feel, Henry,” 
my Uncle Mack said. “I'd be all tore up 
too, if anything happened to Del.” 

Aunt Del said reprovingly, “I can’t help 
but fault you for running away like that, 
Henry. Life on. The main thing 
now is what’s going to happen to that girl 
in there?” 

“I know you’re right, Del,” my father 
said in a heavy voice. “I'll try to do my 
best for her. All I can do is try.” And 
he did try. He did his best to be a real 
father to me, but we never really got to 
know each other. I called him Henry be- 
cause it sounded more natural for some- 
one I had just met. 

Sometimes, right in the middle of a 
game or while we were at the dinner table, 
Henry would get a far away !ook in his 
eyes and his thoughts would seem to drift 
away. I guessed then that he was thinking 
of Mother. Other times I'd glance up and 
see him looking at me in a strange way. 
Then I knew he was blaming me, despite 
himself, for what had happened. 
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FOREVER! 


where dyed the famous LADY LENNOX 
way! Only new hair growing out needs 





touching up at scalp line. Don’t let gray or. 


di hair hold you back in work, or so- 
,» when any man or woman may look 
years younger and more attractive with 
proven Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
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Just brush Lady Lennox through hair. Will 
not rub, wash or wear off. Doesn’t cause 
brittleness — no dull, artificial look. Money 
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00 @ Send your songs or poems today. 
Yaa Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 
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glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
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to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
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long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
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I began to feel guilty. I didn’t laugh af Later 
much as I once did, as if I couldn’t hayp\iss M 
fun any more because my father was gftions W 
sad all the time. In the back of my head Mhad alr 
I guess, the idea was growing that I haMand ™ 
a special gift for causing other people tofpeared 
suffer. ing anc 

When Henry got killed in a steel mij hair. 
accident two years after he came home,|} With 
was convinced that I was just as much cer kep 
responsible for his death as I’d been for made | 
my mother’s. If he hadn’t come home ty] was 0 
see me, I reasoned, he might still be alive, | pleased 
I took his death hard, not so much because | said aft 
I loved him so much, but because of the} out ve! 
secret guilt that ate at my heart. came a 

As I grew up, the ordinary accidents of} Don’ 
childhood and the misfortunes of everyday | and se 
life were to me added proof of my unwel- | everyb¢ 
come talent for causing disaster. So rather | for her 
than become attached to school chums and | my bo 
see them hurt by associating with a Ca. | tomer. 
lamity Jane like me, I kept to myself, |} Ever 
wanted to go to parties and have boy next fe 
friends just as much as any girl, but | every ¢ 
denied myself these adolescent pleasures, } to real! 

After finishing high school, Aunt Del }a drink 
enrolled me in beauty school. Six months | long, | 
later, she had a stroke and died. The day {4 movi 
after the funeral, we found Uncle Mack | of my 
with a bullet through his head. I gre 

“If anything happened to Del . . . I'd } had at 
be all tore up,” he’d told Henry that night § kept @ 
I eavesdropped on them. ting to 
get cle 

OW, as I sat in the cool dimness of § learnt 
the bar across the street from the f her ge 
Jewel Box, I raised my glass in a silent § tionshi 
toast to Uncle Mack. He really must have 
loved Aunt Del! HI 

“Drinking alone, beautiful?” tha 

The smooth, confident voice was similar } blew ¢ 
to too many others I’d heard. [f you're § ‘ay: } 
looking for a pickup, you’re wasting your then s 
time, brother! I thought. Aloud, I said, § °™é¢ 
“Not if I can find somebody to keep up have | 
with me.” mind 

Smiling inwardly, I signalled the bar- here 
tender to pour me another drink. Then! } ™@™ 
downed it straight, without blinking an Thi 


eye. That usually put a quick damper on | ®™Y 
bar Romeos and this time, too, I found “* 
myself left to my solitary drinking. vat 


Liquor was my friend. Id learned to ei 
handle it soon after I discovered how it Bes 
mercifully dulled the brain and erased happy 
memories. But I always drank alone. Even | gat 
when I was approached by men who were ls 
not the ordinary masher type, I quickly | ment 
discouraged them. I knew only too well } Both 
that friendship with me would mean heart | tain 1 
ache for them sooner or later. tall 

When I reported for work at the Jewel | caugl 
Box Beauty Shoppe the next Monday | his c 
morning, Miss Mercer greeted me with } his bi 


smile. cover 
“Good morning, Stella,” she said. § thep 

. . iy “ 
“You'll have to pick a uniform your siz Si 


from the linen closet in back. I’m putting § sin. 
you in booth two. Then I'll show you a & Place 
few things about the shop and the way ! He 
like to have things done.” Sorry 








laugh a 
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‘ns would not be hard to follow. She 
had already arranged for my first customer 
and my initial nervousness soon disap- 
peared as I went about shampooing, press- 
ing and then styling the young woman’s 
hair. 

Without being nosy about it, Miss Mer- 
cer kept an eye on me. Once or twice she 
made helpful suggestions, but otherwise 
[was on my own. The customer was very 
pleased when I finished and Miss Mercer 
said after she left, “You’re going to work 
out very well, Stella. I was lucky you 
came along.” 

Don’t say that! I thought. Better wait 
ad see how I'll jinx you like I have 
eerybody else. But I only thanked her 
for her encouraging words and cleaned up 
my booth to be ready for my next cus- 
tomer. 

Everything went along smoothly for the 
next few months. My routine was the same 
every day. First my work, which I began 
to really enjoy, then a stop at the bar for 
adrink or two to help me get through the 
long, lonely night. Occasionally, I took in 
a movie, but since I had no friends, most 
of my time was spent at home, brooding. 
I grew to like Miss Mercer more than I 
had anyone since Aunt Del died. But I 
kept my. distance. I didn’t believe in get- 
ting too close to someone, or letting them 
get close to me. After a few attempts to 
learn more about me, Miss Mercer dropped 
her gentle prying and accepted our rela- 
tionship on my basis. 


HINGS MIGHT have continued like 
that except for the electric fuse that 
blew out when I switched on the dryer one 
day. Miss Mercer called an electrician and 
then said to me, “Well, I guess you’ll have 
some time off, Stella. Luckily, we don’t 
have many appointments today. I don’t 
mind telling you that since you’ve been 
here business has been so good I’m taking 
on another operator.” 

This unexpected tribute brought a smile 
tomy lips that surprised her as much as it 
did me. “Good heavens, girl, why don’t 
you do that more often? You’ve no idea 
what a change it makes in you!” 

I turned away quickly. What was there 
to be glad about? How could any girl be 
happy when everyone she loved was 
snatched away from her? 

I went into my booth to get my equip- 
ment out before the electrician arrived. 
Both hands were full so I parted the cur- 
tain with an elbow—and ran right into a 
tall young man, who reached out and 
caught me as I lost my balance. He wore 
his cap at a jaunty angle and I noticed 
his broad shoulders that filled out his blue 
coveralls that had “Eddie” stitched over 
the pocket. 

“Sorry I’m so clumsy,” he said with a 
grin. “Guess I’m not used to being in a 
place like this.” 





y I 


He looked so appealing and genuinely 
sorry that I couldn’t help smiling. “It was 


my fault,” I said. “Ill be out of your way 
in a jiffy.” 

“Don’t go too far away!” he called after 
me. 

I felt my cheeks burn as I looked up and 
saw Miss Mercer smile and nod her head 
approvingly. “That’s Eddie Hall,” she 
whispered to me as we went to the front 
of the shop. “He’s a nice young man. Has 
his own shop right down the street.” 

I knew what she was getting at, but I 
wanted no part of such match-making, 
however well-meant it was. 

Around noontime, Miss Mercer made 
lunch on the hot plate she had in back and 
insisted that Eddie join us. 

By the time it was over, I’d decided that 
Eddie was different from any man I'd 
known. nicer and more considerate. He was 
lots of fun, too, and kept us entertained 
all through the lunch hour. I found myself 
relaxing and enjoying myself more than I 
had in a long time. 

Finally, Eddie looked at me and asked, 
“When do you think you could manage to 
blow another fuse?” 

“Why?” I asked, puzzled. 

“So I can see you again,” he 
seriously. 

“Hold on there!” Miss Mercer laughed. 
“T can see how this romance is going to 
cost me a fortune. I think you’d better see 
Stella on your own time, Eddie.” 

“That suits me fine.” Eddie said. “How 
about it, Stella?” 
“Oh. Pm 

quickly. 

“Some other fellow?” 

“Of course not,” put in Miss Mercer. 
“Not unless she’s got him hidden away in 
that room of hers. Stella doesn’t get out 
at all, Eddie, and I wish you’d do some- 
thing about it.” 

Eddie slapped his hand down on the 
table. “That’s just what I intend doing!” 
he said forcefully. “No argument, young 
lady! I'll be waiting outside when you get 
off tonight.” 

Miss Mercer jumped in and between the 
two of them they arranged for a date I 
really didn’t want. But as I watched Eddie 
go about his work, whistling a cheery tune, 
I decided that going out with him this once 
wouldn’t do any harm. It might even turn 
out to be fun. But I warned myself that I 
shouldn’t get too excited over what was 
actually my very first date. 


said, 


no, afraid I can’t.” I said 


HAT EVENING at six o’clock. Eddie’s 

car was parked at the curb when I left 
the shop. I'd worn a new dress to work 
that day, and as I crossed the sidewalk Ed- 
die let out a long, low whistle. The look 
of admiration in his eyes sent a rush of 
blood to my neck and cheeks. 

“Hi. beautiful!” he called, opening the 
door for me. 

“Hello,” I said, climbing in beside him. 
“You certainly have a way of building up 
a girl’s ego. But you shouldn’t go to so 
much trouble trying to make me feel good.” 

His boyish grin vanished. “It’s no effort 
at all. Stella,” he said sincerely. “Believe 














THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE — 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we've 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
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Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
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ne, it’s the most natural thing in the world. 
Funny, but I never felt this way about a 
virl before.” 

“What way?” I asked hesitantly. 

‘Like there’s no one else in the whole 
vorld . . . like it would be so easy to fall 
1 love with you... like...” 

“Never mind, I get the general idea,” I 
id quickly, unable to hide my confusion. 
Viaybe we'd better get going. I wouldn’t 
int you to get a ticket for overtime park- 


Eddie tore his gaze from me and started 

p the car. I had more fun than I thought 
as possible that evening. Eddie kept toss- 
g in serious remarks about how he felt 
»wards me, but mostly he was busy mak- 
ng me laugh and forget my usual morbid 
houghts. I didn’t even miss the drinks I 
sually got after work. Being with Eddie 
ave me a lift that liquor never had. 

Strangely enough, it was the same every 
me we were together. I felt safe and 
ecure with him, as if nothing bad could 
uch me now. I had been lonely too long, 
nd youth is for living, not mourning for 
ie loved ones gone. 

It was a whirlwind courtship. It seemed 
iat we both had waited until we met, and 
ow that we had there was no time to 
iste. I was new to kisses, to ardent em- 
aces, and I responded to them eagerly, 
ike a starved man in the midst of a feast. 

Being in love, and being loved, was so 
trange and beautiful it frightened me. 

One day, about a month after Eddie and 
got engaged, it came over me as I sat 
aiting for my next appointment to arrive. 

had been thinking about Eddie, how 
veet and wonderful he was. and all of a 
idden my eyes filled with tears. I pressed 
fingers to my lips to hold back the 
nguished moan that rose in my throat. 


“Why, Stella! What in the world is 
wrong? Miss Mercer asked, her face full 
of concern. 

“Oh, I’m so happy it scares me!” I told 
her. “Eddie is so wonderful and I’m the 
luckiest girl in the world, and—” 

She patted my cheek affectionately. “You 
go right on being happy, my dear,” she 
said. “You deserve it. You and Eddie go 
right ahead and get married.” 

“But it won't last.” I said tearfully. “I 
know it won't. Something will happen. 
Something always does.” 

She smiled gently. “Remember what I 
told you that first day you walked in here? 
Take the positive approach, I told you. 
That still goes, Stella—for anything.” 

But I refused to be consoled. All the old 
memories that Eddie had driven away, sud- 
denly returned and I thought of my mother. 
of Henry, of Aunt Del and Uncle Mack. 
There seemed to be nothing but tragedy 
in my life and I was desperately afraid that 
Fate would strike again. 

Only this time. I knew. I would not be 
strong enough to take it. I’d be like Uncle 
Mack—I could never face the future if any- 
thing happened to Eddie. Inwardly, I said 
a little prayer that just this once I might 
be allowed to hold on to a bit of happiness. 

Eddie sensed the change in me almost 
immediately. “You’ve been working too 
hard, darling.” he said, holding me close 
in his arms. “Miss Mercer told me how 
much you do around the shop. When we 
get married—” 

I closed his mouth with a long, hard kiss. 
I didn’t want to talk about it; I just wanted 
to feel safe and happy in his arms. When 
I finally released my arms from around his 
neck, we both were trembling from the 
powerful emotions awakened in us. Eddie 
stepped back and said shakily. “That set- 
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tles it! We’re going to get married rig aia wh 


away.” 

But I always found some reason to jy 
pone our marirage. I was afraid that » 
ting married would be tempting Fate. } 
I couldn’t bring myself to tell Eddie ab 
my fears. I just kept putting him off wi 
one excuse, then another. 

If I hadn’t already believed I was a jin, 
I certainly would have after what happene 
one night returning from a date with 
die. We had gone all through the busing 
of when we’d be married and why the 
should be any delay, and Eddie was taki 
me home. I couldn’t blame him for being 
a little upset as we drove along. yet | 
mained silent, telling myself that perhap 
it would be best all around if we stoppel 
seeing each other. But even the thought ¢ 
not seeing Eddie was too much to bear, 

I was so wrapped up in my thoughts thy 
I didn’t see exactly what happened. All| 
remember is feeling the car swerve crazih 
and hearing Eddie yell something to m 
The next instant there was a bone-chilling 
screech of tires on the pavement and sud 
denly I was sailing through the air. Whe 
I came to, I managed to get to my feet an/ 
stagger to where Eddie’s car was lying 
its side. 

“Eddie—Eddie!” I screamed. Someon 
grabbed me and yelled, “Come back, lady! 
The gas tank may explode.” But I broke 
away and dashed over to the wreck. 4 




















piercing scream ripped from my throat a 
I saw Eddie lying on the street, blood 
streaming down the side of his face and 
his right leg twisted at a crazy angle. 

“He’s dead—oh. he’s dead!” I cried 
Then. just as suddenly as they’d started 
the tears stopped and choking sobs filled 
my throat. “I knew it! I knew it would 
happen.” I mumbled brokenly. “It couldn 
last—I was too happy. I killed Eddie, jus 
as I did all the others—” 

Drained of all emotion I stood there for 
what seemed an eternity. I saw people ru- 
ning up, heard them say another car hai 
darted out from a side street in front of 
our car. 

“There was a woman in there—where is 
she?” I heard a man shout. 

But I was too stunned, too broken w 
inside to care about anything but the cruel 
twist of Fate that had once again robbed 
me of the one I loved most. Without any 
effort on my part, my feet moved and! 
wandered away from the awful scene. 

Somehow, I don’t know how much later 
it was, I found myself in a bar. The bar 
tender looked at crumpled clothes, but said 
nothing as he poured the drink I ordered 
[ still had my purse, clutched so tightly 
in my hand that my fingers ached. I took 
out a tissue and wiped the streaks of dit 
off my face, then combed my hair. 

Then I proceeded to drink as I never had 
before, shot after shot, until even the bar 
tender began watching me in amazemetl. 
With each drink I recalled part of the mit 
fortune that had dogged my heels for # 
long. Eddie’s death was the tragic climas 
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aja whole life of heartbreak for me. There 
yas nothing more to live for. 

[realized that when all the drinks I had 
eft me just as sober as when I started. 





| that op ‘ 
Fate, Ryle, the answer was not to be found in 
die abo iquor- Then, run away, as my father had 
nD off iil dome? I shook my head as I got down off 
the bar stool and made my way outside. 
as a ji Running away wasn’t the answer, either. 
ha ppenesp No matter where I went, what I did there’d 
with Fup always be the memory of Eddie lying so 
- busines still and twisted on the cold pavement. 
shy then There was only one way, I decided as my 
as taking halting footsteps carried me home. Uncle 
for bein Mack had said it long ago, and I knew now 
yet [ rep how right he was. I staggered up the stairs 
perhap. and into my empty apartment. It was dark 
- stopped and still—like a grave. I felt my way into 
ought off the kitchen, found the stove and _ slowly 
bear, f reached out for the gas jet... 
ghts tha 
d. Alli TELLA! Stella, wake up! Oh, God, 
e crah she’s got to be all right! Stella!’ 
> to ms lt was Miss Mercer’s voice. Somehow 
chilling she got me to my feet and led me to the 
and sug bed. “Why did you have to come here? 
r. Wher | moaned. “Why didn’t you let me die?” 
feet anf “The only thing you would have died 
lying op {rom is that rot-gut you’ve been swilling!” 
she scolded. “You must have passed out 
someon {tom the liquor before you could turn on 
k, ladyip the gas.” 
I broke | laughed bitterly. “I can’t do anything 
eck, jp tight, can I? Eddie’s gone and .. .” 
hroat af “Eddie’s at City Hospital,” Miss Mercer 
_ blooff cut in sharply, “and that’s where you 
ace anit Should be. It would be a terrible thing for 
le. him to wake up and not find you there.” 
. crit “Wake up?” I stared at her dumbly. 
startell Then she told me that Eddie was not 
1s fille only alive, but was not as badly injured as 
- would they feared at first. I was so happy I cried. 
oul Miss Mercer held me in her arms and let 
ie, juay SVE myself over to tears of relief. And 
it was then I told her my secret, the cer- 
tainty within myself that I brought bad 
ere for luck to anyone I loved or cared for. 
le run I sobbed out the story of my life and 
ar had} old her why I was afraid to marry Eddie. 
ront oF even though I loved him so much I didn’t 
want to go on living when I thought he 
here is§ wasdead. “That’s why I ran away,” I said. 
“And that’s why I can’t marry him.” 
cen uy} “Nonsense!” Miss Mercer said angrily. 
> crud f “An intelligent girl like you can’t really 
-obbed f believe—” She stopped and hugged me to 
ut any} her. “Oh, my dear,” she said in softer 
and 1} tones, “you have suffered, haven’t you.” 
; A short time later, she was bustling 
: later { “ound preparing a bath for me and laying 
e bar § ot fresh clothes. “That idea of being a 
it said | Jinx is all wrong, Stella, and I can prove 
Jered. | i. First, you care about me, don’t you?” 
ightly “Oh, yes! Of course I do,” I said fer- 
I took ently. 
f dirt “All right. then. Nothing bad has hap- 
pened to me since we met. In fact, business 
had} the shop is better than ever and I’ve 
» bar § $Wn really fond of you. How does that 
ment. | ‘tin with your ‘theory’?” 
. mis “But Eddie—” 
or 9 “All right, let’s take Eddie,” she went 
imax °°: “Car accidents happen all the time— 








BE THE PERFECT HOST! COMPLETE PORTABLE 


HOME BAR 


For Indoor Or 
Outdoor Use — 
Parties — 
Gatherings — 
Basement or 


Den 
This beautiful, portable 





























Home Bar makes it easy 
to serve guests in real 
Style. Made for both in- 
door and outdoor use, 
its handsome contrast 
of wood grain & gold 
finish makes for a 
Sparkling setting in the 
home. Adds class to any 
party or gathering, and 
points up the cleverness 
of its proud owner. And, 
for relaxing at home, in 
the parior, den or base- 
ment it’s certainly a con- 
venient, handsome ad- 
Gition. Only $4.98. Com- 
Parable in satisfaction 
and utility to bars selling 
for $30. 












“ 10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
Use it 10 Days FREE! If not delighted, 









FEATURES 


¢ It's Portable — Sets Up Indoors Or Out 
¢ Built In Shelf Holds Full Party Supplies 
¢ Handy For Drinks, Pretzels, Chips, etc. 


Stain Resistant Bar Top 






return for full refund. But Order now. Be- 
cause of its large size we are forced to 
ask for 63c additional shipping charges. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
g THE S. J. WEGMAN COMPANY I 













It's Big— 

39” wide. 38” high. 13” deep 
Sturdily built of aluminum laminated & wood 
grain finished Multi Flute fibreboard, this hand- 
some home bar is resistant to alcohol and soda 
Stains. Handy built-in shelf holds full supply 
of bottles, glasses, and napkins. Full size bar 
top holds drinks, pretzels, chips, etc. Sets up 
in a jiffy and folds compact for easy storage. 
A beaut for your home, and a novel gift 


LYNBROOK, NEW YORK DEPT. RB-31 
B Rush my new portable Home Bar at once. 
I if | am not delighted | may return it after 9 
piu aK Free Trial for prompt refund of 

ull purchase price. 

0 Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postman on de- 
ft livery plus C.0.D. shipping charges. f 
10 1 enclose $4.98 + 63c shipping charges. r] 
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POEMS 


} Wanted to be set to music. 
Any subject. Send Poems today. 
x Immediate consideration. 
* Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Mass. 





Dr. FRED PALMER’S: 


Must Give 
LIGHTER 
CLEARER 


Younger Looking 


SKIN 
In 7 Days 


OR MONEY BACK 


Yes! In just 7 days be delighted how fast and 
easy this double strength fortified doctor’s creamy 
formula lightens, brightens and helps clear skin 
or money back. Fades blemishes, freckles, off- 
color spots. Refines enlarged pores. Treats ex- 





ternally caused pimples, blackheads. Makes skin 
fresher, smoother, younger looking. 







Dr. FRED Palmer’s 
DOUBLE STRENGTH 
SKIN WHITENER 
30¢—60¢ at druggists 
(Also Try 
DR. FRED Palmer's Skin Delight Soap 25¢) 
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MIRACULOUS 
MEDAL? 


Do YOU want to be HAPPY? Are 
YOU afraid that tomorrow will 
bring you more misery and trou- 
ble? Do YOU want HELP? Our 
SN BLESSED MARY promised to 
NS GIVE YOU HELP and Special 


WS 


TAN \V 






ay 


medal .. . the very same MIRACU 
AL that more than a million people are wearing 
NOW. If you want a 10-day trial of this genuine 
MIRACULOUS MEDAL, just send me your name and 
address. When the postman delivers your genuine MI- 
RACULOUS MEDAL and PRAY FOR MORE, deposit 
only $2 plus postage and handling on my FAITHFUL 
GUARANTEE: Wear the AL close to YOUR 
HEART and use the INFORMATION in Pray for More 
for just 10 days. And if YOU are not SURE that YOUR 
FAITH in HER has helped YOU, I'll return your $2. 
Send NOW for YOUR genuine MIRACULOUS MEDAL to 


MASTER, Dept. 52-P, Lynbrook, N. Y. 
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Here comes a story 
right out of 


the headlines! 


WHAT 


FOOL 


WAS! 


A divorcée admits 
> she was wrong 
when she quit her 


famous husband 


Junior Gilliam 


September issue 


: 





unfortunately. Anyone who drives is likely 
to have an accident at one time or another, 
but that doesn’t mean they’re jinxed. 

“Not only that, but Eddie is going to be 
all right. It may have looked bad to you 
at the time, but that hit-and-run driver 
didn’t kill Eddie. You hear me?” 

I heard her. And my fingers got all 
tangled up as I hurriedly dressed to go to 
the hospital. At the time, I didn’t quite 
understand everything she had been telling 


me, but knowing that Eddie was going 
be all right drove away all my fears. 

I was aware that it would take time & 
get rid of them forever. But I also remem, 
bered one thing that Miss Mercer told y 
that night—that love is the one thing th 
can conquer fear. And I knew that my | 
for Eddie was big and strong enough tg 
overcome anything that stood in the way 
of our happiness. 


THE END 





My Mother Wrecked My Marriage’ 


(Continued from Page 25) 


somehow. now it wasn’t quite enough. Not 
for an instant was I a woman in my own 
house. At no time was there Carl’s seldom- 
heard but cheering laughter. There was 
no sound of a man’s footstep in the house, 
no strong male body to warm my bed at 
night. /¢’ll be all right, I told myself again. 
It just takes time to readjust, but it’ll be 
all right. 

But it wasn’t all right. I tried to busy 
myself with pleasures when I wasn’t with 
Mama, but the movies, the park. the beach, 
everything reminded me that I was now 
living alone a life Carl and I once had 
shared. 

The only bright spot was Mama’s health. 
She seemed to improve tremendously and 
went about her household chores with the 
strength of an ox. I helped her. It was 
better to stay busy. But sometimes I won- 
dered if she wasn’t healthier than I. She 
certainly managed to beat me to the tele- 
phone almost every time it rang. She never 
said if it was for me or not, but several 
times I heard her say bluntly: “Betty Jo 
is not in.” 

I knew it was Car] calling. but I couldn’t 
let her know how badly I wanted to talk 
to him. Oh, Carl, I thought. if you’d just 
call once when I’m near the phone. Pretty 
soon, the calls stopped coming. 

Besides, I couldn’t stay home all the 
time. It cost money to eat and buy clothes, 
so I got my old job back at the hospital. 
But pretty soon I decided that was a mis- 
take. Pain and suffering. did I have to see 
it all day? Wasn’t I having enough of my 
own, even if it was just emotional. 

But why? Didn’t I like being back home 
with Mama. Yes, but Mama 
husband. Nothing could take the place 
of that. 


was not a 


It was mid-afternoon one Friday when 
the phone on my desk at the hospital rang 
and I picked it up to hear Carl’s voice. 
My heart leaped, though my own voice 
was calm. “Hello, Carl,” I said quietly. 
“I tried to call you several times, but I 
could never get you.” Carl said hesitantly. 
“Then Aunt Cissie told me you were back 
at the hospital.” 


“Oh.” T said, not knowing really what) 
else to say. 

“Uh, I’ve moved out of the place,” } 
went on. “I thought you might want 
take it, or get some of the furniture of 
something. It’s too big for me. you know” 
He hesitated again. It was plain that } 
wanted to say other things but somehow 
didn’t know how to begin. 

I didn’t know how to begin either. so 
ended up saying: “Oh, I'll see.” We talked® 
for another minute or two about nothin 
special and then almost before I realize 
it we had hung up. I laid my head on the 
desk and broke into tears. I could have 
the apartment, Carl had said. What would 
it be without him? 

I dreaded going home to Mama tha 
evening, but there was nothing else to de 
so I went. I had unlocked the door an 
was inside the house before the voices 
coming from the kitchen let me kno 
Aunt Cissie was there. I wanted to rush 
in and greet her because I hadn’t seen her 
since I came back home to stay. But th 
sound of argument stopped me. 

“You said you’d break up the marriagé 
and you sure did it, Laura,” Aunt Cissié 
was saying. 7 

“Ts that what you came here for. Cissie,” 
to find fault with me?” Mama asked. : 

“T just hope you realize what you've 
done,” Aunt Cissie said. “Pretending you 
were sick all that time just to make Be 
Jo neglect her husband.” S| 

“Her husband! Her Husband!” Mama ¥ 
screeched. “What do I care about him or} 
any other man! Sure. I pretended I was) 
sick. I’ve hardly been sick a day in my 
life. But I’'d do whatever was necessaty 
to get my daughter back in this housé 
where she belongs rather than have somé 
good-for-nothing ruin her life.” 

“Was Carl ruining her life, or are you?” 
Aunt Cissie asked quietly. 

I turned and picked up my coat agak 
and started back out the door. I wo 
go and look at the apartment. Maybe? 
would take it. It wouldn’t be the same 
without Carl. What would be? And maye 
be some day he would come back. | wo' 
just have to wait and see. THE END 








